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THE 
GOLDEN HOLLOW 

May lOth. 

CAPTAIN CALDERWOOD: 
People are our friends according to 
our need of them. That's why IVe 
come to you. I met you years ago, although 
you did not know it; on one of those drowsy 
September days when Nature holds her 
breath and listens. Outside there was only 
the whir of bees, and a scent of honeysuckle 
and of pines that stole in at the open window. 
I had been romping with my small cousin, 
and was kneeling on the floor, my cheeks 
flushed and my hair tumbled. He was com- 
pletely absorbed for the moment, building a 
house of blocks. I reached over and picked 
up a torn, discarded magazine from among 
the toys. It was then I met you ... in a 

9 
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10 THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 

story you had written. It was just such a 
story as The Boy would have written if he 
had been a real boy. 

I turned back the pages and found your 
name. I read on. It was as if I had 
stumbled upon a trunk full of old, half -for- 
gotten playthings. I felt a kinship with 
you that made me long to draw my chair up 
beside you, wherever you were, and tell you 
everything I did not want to tell to anybody 
else. There was something about your 
mind I knew. How can that be? Perhaps 
there are things one has always known, and 
remembers at odd times. That feeling 
came back to me again as I read your latest 
book. The girl in it is just like me. As 
my beloved Louis Stevenson has said, you 
jx^ust have been ^'eavesdropping at the door 
of my heart/' I am the sentry of my camp. 
Who goes there? 

I am filled with disquietude . • . a sort of 
wanderlust possesses me, and as I am going 
to run away to you anonymously, please 
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THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 11 

make it safe for me. Let your friendship 
be a walled garden, with the gate fast locked, 
the key hmig on a peg, and perhaps I'll 
come and talk to you sometimes. I need a 
confidant, and I am going to choose you out 
of all the world, because you are like The 
Boy • . • and understand. 

Who is The Boy? The Siegfried of my 
imagination. Imagination, Captain Cal- 
derwood, is The Golden Hollow, the drink- 
ing pool in the wilderness, where the crav- 
ings of one's soul go to quench their thirst. 

Now that I am grown up and engaged to 
Mac, I am trying to give up dreaming and 
this comrade. It is very hard, for you see, 
nearly all my life he has been with me, on 
an enchuited island, in a little dream house 
with flat, stone steps on which we used to sit 
and talk and watch the moon grow big and 
bright and inquisitive. 

How I loved it! The grey, myth house, 
with its long, low, slanting roof, and its 
roses and sun-dial ... the hollyhocks that 
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12 THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 

led up to the doorway • • • the old quaint 
furniture and pretty blue china . . . the 
broad dove-tailed boards of the floor over 
which my slippers pattered as I arranged 
sprays of blossoms in a Majolica jar, or 
dusted my blessed books, or drew back the 
casement curtains for a glimpse of the 
sea. 

It was my Forest of Make-Believe and 
came about in this way. After I went to 
live with Mac and Cornelia, I hadn't any- 
body but Peter, my clock, that really be- 
longed to me. And he went over and over 
and over his own affairs every day, and the 
rest went over their affairs, and as I didn't 
seem particularly to have any affairs to go 
over, I used to curl up in a big diair by the 
window and read. I was only twelve and 
most of the books in the extensive library 
were ahead of me mentally, but there was 
one I unexpectedly found, one dark drizzly 
day, when the slate-grey rain beat upon the 
windows, and I had to draw my chair ever 
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THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 18 

so near to them to be able to see at alL It 
was about a boy who had been shipwrecked 
upon an island. He was dark» like an 
Indian, with thick masses of hair brushed 
back from his forehead. There was a pic- 
ture of him kneeling by some drift-wood he 
had gathered to make a campfire with. As 
he bent over, the glow of it lighted up his 
face. It set my fancy on flame. 

After that whenever Cornelia's errands or 
admonitions became irksome, or I was not 
allowed to put on my white flannel petti- 
coat wiHi the blue feather stitching, as an 
undeserved punishm^it, imd was given a red 
flannel one instead, I would slip away to 
that island to see how The Boy was getting 
along, and to tell him all of my tribulations. 
He was a nice boy, ready to listen, and I felt 
he belonged exclusively to me. 

There he was, whenever I wanted him, 
and we used to paddle out on the water in 
a make-believe canoe, and rest from the 
sun's glare afterwards, under the forest 
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treest which were spell-rooted giants that 
guarded our island. 

One day in the spot where we had pitched 
our tents, there stood a little grey house. 
The Boy had not built it. I had not built 
it. It just sprang up out of the ashes of 
the campfire • • . but The Boy was gone. 
I hunted all over the island. I called to 
him, but he did not answer. I had lost him. 

Cornelia said I was growing up, I became 
so housewifely, but I wasn't really, I was 
just learning all I could from black Chloe 
about spicing currants, and the kinds of 
polish that keep brasses looking shiniest, and 
the name of the little yellow climbing roses 
that smelled so sweet, that I might plant 
some like them by my door step, for I too 
had a house to keep in order • • • a dream 
house that I kept a light in the window of, 
so The Boy would see it when he came back. 
Though years passed I never once doubted 
he would return. 

And one day I heard the latch of the gate 
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THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 15 

dicky and glanced up to see him standing 
there in the doorway looking at me, and he 
was big, and brave and strong, and • • • 
understood. 

All this I discovered after I had fixed a 
place opposite mine for tea, and together 
we had gathered a bowlful of roses for the 
table and he had kissed me. 

Dear little dream housel • . • although 
you're empty now, the stars are shining on 
you just as lovingly I'm sure, and ghost- 
shadows sometimes creep along the walks 
and look in at the open windows. Some- 
where in a tangle of roses the sun-dial is 
crumbling away • . • the breath of the sea 
is in the air as it used to be and the forest 
is still and brooding. 

Why do I think you are like The Boy? 
From your books. There is always in them 
a mood to match my own. 

To-day I saw your picture in a pub- 
lisher's catalogue. Tou look like a man 
who has met the world face to face and 
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16 THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 

found it friendly. It bears out my theory 
of you. And you smoke t There's a pipe 
in your hand. Mac doesn't smoke. IVe 
always wished he did. ITl tell you about 
Mac someday. 



Jime 17tib« 
To go back to the very beginning of 
things, where you say one should be- 
gin, I was bom in Virginia in a big four- 
poster that stood between two windows . . . 
high, casement windows that looked out over 
an old-fashioned walled garden, and in a 
surprisingly short time I too looked out 
upon it, and then ran with open arms into 
it. There I spent the early years of my 
childhood among the marigolds and colum- 
bine and sweet clove pinks. I played with 
the birds and the butterflies and my fairy 
palace was a branching apple tree into which 
I'd climb and view the entire horizon of my 
uneventful life. 

Then one day my mother died. She and 
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I had lived alone for years, and she had been 
my whole existence. Her death blotted out 
the sunshine and left me only unrealities. 

The home was sold. I said good-bye to my 
garden^ and I and a grandfather clock and 
a leather-covered trunk came on to Mac. 
He is my guardian; the man that I am go- 
ing to marry; a sort of distant cousin; the 
only relative I have in the world, except 
Cornelia, his sister, who Uves with us. She is 
like a machine that grinds out Mac's house- 
keeping vagaries. She hates the routine, 
so I have assumed the burden. 

It was a great change from the happy-go- 
lucky days of my garden, to a well-ordered, 
time regulated household, where you felt 
instinctively that responsibilities lurked in 
the comers, and would jump out upon you 
unawares. 

Although the house was small, it had a 
quaint formality, charming outside, but 
rather stuffy within. I spent most of my 
vacations there, and I showed my kindiip 
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by making svnss curtains for the windows, 
painting the wahiut furniture over white, 
and reupholstering the worn plush chairs 
in gay cr6tonne, until even Cornelia grew 
enthusiastic over the transformation. 

So simple, so pretty, so tuilike the wonder- 
ful carved furniture, and heavy Italian 
hangings of this our home to-day. How 
oppressive the grandeur is . . • the noise- 
less servants that appear as if by magic to 
do one's bidding. . • . the irreproachable- 
ness of it alL Somehow, I think things less 
perfect are more dear. Perfection in itself 
is rather a flaw, — an affront. Mac has po- 
litical aspirations. He has entered the 
ring. This new house is his coach and four. 
I hold the reins securely Mid drive the 
small manage, avoiding the rocks in the road, 
that everybody may be safe and happy. 

That's the practical, sensible me. The 
other me is a truant spirit. • . . the Gypsy 
part of me that runs away to you, because 
you . • . understand* 
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July 2nd. 

Captain Calderwood: 

Tm unhappy to-night, but I choke back 
the tears and say to myself, " Cheer up little 
girl, for the longest, dustiest road has a turn 
somewhere, with green meadows and shady 
trees beyond/' 

Why am I unhappy? !A case of diamet- 
rical opposites. Mac's mind is unusual and 
brilliant, but somehow he does not under- 
stand. He cannot grasp anything that is 
not built up on geometrical lines, and backed 
by logic. Life to him is a simple and pleas- 
urable adjustment of facts, — not necessarily 
correlated, — just facts. Life to me is an 
algebraic problem, X equalling the un- 
known, the mystery of things. I stand in 
awe of logic, and I never was good at equa- 
tions, so I don't get any further than the 
doorstep of Mac's mind, and I sit there like 
a child who has been locked out all unknow- 
ingly. It is the lonely little spirit of me 
waiting in the darkness . . . and I am • • • 
afraid! 



Digitized by 



Google 



20 THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 

August dOth. 
Captain Calderwood: 

Life and I have ^ways played at hide and 
seek. It is diverting, but I am often led 
into difficulties by seeing things remotely, 
as through a reversed telescope. 

" You're my anxiety child,'* Mac said to 
me once, " and I suppose that is why I love 
you so much/' I wonder if it is? Often I 
puzzle over it, . . . the reason. Is it un- 
certainty, the piumiit of a wiil-o*-the-wisp, — 
a firefly that flashes and is gone? for I'm like 
that. Still I don't believe Mac really loves 
me. It is his comfort he loves. I add to 
that. I am indispensable perhaps. 

Last night at dinner he said to me a bit 
savagely, " Where do you go after the coffee 
is served and the candles are extinguished? 
Do you draw your Romney scarf close and 
step back into your frame again? " 

"Well, I'll take my chances," interrupted 
The Jovial Pessimist, a man who is visiting 
us for the summer, **that wherever Babs 
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goes^ it would take you a long leap to reach. 
Why IVe found her in Switzerland when I 
just^ stopped for an instant on Broadway 
to tie my shoe, and when I overtook her a 
minute later, and inquired the reason of her 
preoccupation, she responded that she did 
not like the crowds and had stepped into a 
Swiss chalet for a cup of afternoon tea. 

*' Another time I found her gaDoping 
over a prairie while the Te Deum was in 
full swing. Again she was on her honey- 
moon she explained cheerfully, when I 
came upon two mental chairs side by side 
on the rear end of a Pullman. I inquired 
how she had finally decided upon him, 
• • • her husband, you know, and she 
answered gravely that it was because he 
had thick, wavy hair, and she wanted to 
run her fingers through it. Which was a 
good one on you, Mac, for your hair isn't 
your strong point* 

"Oh I you never know whether Babs has 
stepped for a moment to the Isthmus of 
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Panama^ to watch the workmen digging, or 
whether she is playing *As You Like It* 
alone in a forest, and IVe even discovered 
she can say *No, — no more olives, thank 
you, Jacques,' with her mind apparently on 
my conversation, and go on undisturbed, 
picking up sea shells on the south coast of 
Africa. And ye gods I I happened to be^ 
around when she was bathing the mar- 
moset the other day, and after it was all 
over, she wrapped him up in a scrap of blan- 
ket, and tucked him under one arm. 

"Babs,** I said, "how did you come by 
that animal? I cannot reconcile him with 
you somehow. Did you just see him in a 
shop window and part with the purchase 
price?'' She laughed delidously. 
**No," she said, "I won him at bridge." 
"Which explains,'' I said, *Vhy his 
name's Chicane 1" She looked at me medi- 
tatively. "Well?" I inquired. "A penny 
for your thoughts. They are making me 
poor, but I must have them." 
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''I was thinking/' and she smiled almost 
tenderly, "how perfectly jolly it would be 
if the planets and constellations would all 
get* mixed up to-night, so that each person's 
controlling star would influence somebody 
else's disposition for a change. Then all the 
men who are in love with you would fall out 
again quite naturally, and thare would be 
no more difficulties/' 

''My dear Jacques," I remonstrated, 
''you are developing into a pessimistic opti- 
mist, and while I admit your premises, I 
deny your unexpressed conclusions, all of 
them." 

Cornelia seemed bored. 

"Come," I said, "the conversation has 
grown much too personal Why don't you 
go out on the veranda? Nagi will take you 
the coffee and cigarettes. I must run up 
and have a peek at the children." 

There are two. Mac's little motherless 
kiddies. Bruce, just turned five, who be- 
lieves infinitely in fairies imd is every inch 
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a boy. Sometiines after he has gone to bed 
I steal up to the nursery to find him fast 
asleep, with all the things he loves best near 
by . • • a bit of string, some marbles, a 
pocket knife, a picture book and broken 
glass or stones. 

Oiu* treasures are like that, — dear to us, 
even though they be broken bits of things. 
And Betty 1 She is adorable, with big grey 
eyes and yellow hair. Like one of Words- 
worth's daffodils, only there are not ten 
thousand of her, . • . there's but one. 
Mac loved her mother. A hurried infatu- 
ation; a brief courtship; a brief marriage. 
And so life goes. 



September SQtb. 
Last night I sat out on the veranda, and 
listened while Mac and The Jovial Pessi- 
mist discussed experimental metaphysics 
and Pragmatism and the cravings of the 
human souL And I? I was silent. 
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Cornelia seemed interested. She is in- 
tellectual and tall and forty-five. She lives 
by rules and regulations^ and is not — elastic. 
I think that expresses it. What Cornelia 
appears to foe, she is. There's no getting 
around her to something unexpected^ and 
she is frightfully lazy. 

After awhile Mac decided to go in and 
read, and Cornelia went upstairs to write 
some letters. 

Jacques, The Jovial Pessimist, was left 
to me. He is delightful and literary and 
thirty-eight. He knows you. He also 
knows that I love your books, and that to 
mention that fact in this household is like 
waving a red flag in an arena. He was 
stretched out comfortably in the hammock, 
rambling on in an introspective way. I 
watched the glow of his pipe in the dark- 
ness. Somehow it made me think of the 
pipe in the picture . . . yoiffs! 

"Can't you bring him around for tennis, 
or to call?" I asked, apropos of the thought. 
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"Whom do you mean?" he inquired. 

"Why, Dan Calderwood," and I smiled 
ever so slightly. 

"Now there's very little that I wouldn't 
do to please you, Babs, but Mae is my best 
friend, and you know how jealous he is. 
Suppose Calderwood would fall in love 
with you, and there'd be another Dante and 
Beatrice affair." 

"But he won't r* I protested. "I don't 
want him to fall in love with me. I just 
want him to be friends with; to dance with; 
and talk with, as I do with you, for instance, 
only I think he would understand without 
so much explaining." 

"Yes," he broke in. "That might be the 
difficulty. Now if you take my advice, you 
will let the introduction come about natu- 
rally. What makes you want to know him 
anyway?" 

"Because I feel his personality back of 
everything he writes." 

^*WeUl what of it?" 
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"Nothing, Monsieur Jacques^ except that 
it pricks my curiosity.'* 

"Well, curiosity is apt to lead to experi- 
menting and experimenting is dangerous. 
IVe tried it. Aren't you satisfied with Mac 
and me?" 

"Sometimes/' I said. 

He stretched himself out in the hammock, 
and knocked his pipe against the veranda 
rail. The spark disappeared for a minute. 

"Do you know, Babs," he continued. 
**It's jolly and peaceful being here with 
you and the Benevolent Autocrat" (that's 
Mac). "I've led sudi a troublous life 
emotionally, that I've got to the point where 
I simply don't want to be disturbed any 
more." 

"Then you've come to the right place," 
I replied sympathetically. "Because you 
are perfectly safe with me, and Cornelia 
does not count." 

"Yes, that's the blessed part of you." 
He really grew enthusiastic. "You don't 
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want a fellow to fall in love with you, — ^you 
don't want him to have even a semi-senti- 
mental interest. You're just restful and 
sweet. A being of smiles and pent up de- 
light. A joy forever." 

He lapsed into silence, and adjusted his 
pillow. The pipe went out. 

"Won't you light it again?" I asked. "I 
like to watch it smouldering. 

** Jacques/' I said after a pause. "To re- 
ask the bishop's question, If you could 
have had one little week all to yourself, in 
which you could have done as you pleased, 
without its counting for or against you in 
the sum-totalling of things, • . . where 
would you have spent it V* ^ 

"Here," he replied. 

"Here!" I exclaimed in amazement. 

"Exactlyl I'm perfectly happy. That's 
all one wants, isn't it?" 

"But this is so unromantic and everyday." 

"Perhaps. But I like it. Where, may I ask, 
would you have spent your week, Babs?" 
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I rested my chin in the hollow of my hand 
and looked at him intently. 

"Did you ever pretend?'* I questioned. 
'*When I was a little girl I sat in a freshly 
starched frock of a Sunday^ and listened to 
a sermon ever so much too deep and wise for 
me, and I used to lean back against the 
cushions of the high-backed pew, and look 
solemnly out of the open window, away . . . 
faraway . . . and pretend. IVe pretended 
for years that Dan Calderwood's home was 
mine. Long ago, I stepped into his family 
and became one of them, the unknown guest, 
who came and loved and stayed, and so when 
you ask me where I would have spent my 
week, . . . my real week, . . . why there 
of course, on the island you were read- 
ing to me about just before dinner. I 
can't explain why, but I am homesick 
whenever I read about it. Maybe in a 
pre-existence I lived there on that island. 
It is the only spot except my old garden 
that I ever longed to be. I would have 
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knocked softly on the door, and if no 
one had answered, I'd have stepped into the 
big hallway, and tossed aside my hat, and 
curled up in a comfortable chair before the 
fire, and waited until they returned, then I 
would have explained that I loved them all 
and wanted to stay. Do you think they 
would have minded, Jacques?'* 

"They would have loved it,*' he answered. 

**I would have been one of them . . . 
would have sung with them in the evenings 
• . . would have sat a contented little heap 
beside Dan Calderwood, in the midst of his 
tumbled manuscripts. I'd have nibbled 
their beaten biscuit and sipped their red wine, 
and it would have been like being . . . 
home. I'd have saddled the little grey mare 
. . . with the devil lights in her eyes, and 
ridden like Brunhilda in the face of the 
gods. I'd have sat out on the veranda with 
them on the starry nights, and watched the 
moon rising solemnly . . • rising to look 
down on me, Jacques, because I was happy. 
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Do you know^ somehow happiness always 
escapes me." 

"Why, Babs, you're the happiest person 
I know/* 

**Ajn I?" I said a little tremulously. 

And you. Captain Calderwood, • • • 
where would you have spent your week? If 
you were here in the other end of the big cot 
hanSmock, would you tell me perhaps . . . 
your voice coming to me gently through the 
darkness? If you were here we'd talk and 
talk about so many things, and we'd read 
your last story out of my little tooled pocket 
edition, and I'd not disturb you . . • not un- 
less you wanted to be disturbed . . • and 
we'd play tennis and take long rides over 
the coimtry roads together. I know one that 
fords a stream, and leads on up the side of 
a mountain . • . up, up through a winding 
of trees and cool shadows, and at the top the 
view rolls out for miles . . . what matter! 
• . • and the clouds drift down and almost 
touch one. But best of all, I like the lake. 
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about five minutes' walk from here. A 
lonely, secluded spot, with white birches run- 
ning down in droves to the water's edge, and 
fallen trunks of trees to sit upon. 

That's where I go when my mind gets 
rebellious. I take the dialogues of Plato 
and rush off there. Can't you imagine me 
puzzling over the science of science being 
also the science of the absence of science, 
and trying to concentrate my energies? and 
after awhile, my rebelliousness is forgotten, 
and I sit there, my chin in my hands, and 
think ... so many Ihings. 

The lake is gay in winter, for everybody 
skates. The hills around are beautiful! 
Sometimes I go out and walk among them 
early in the morning, when the mist is rising, 
and there's a promise of sunshine to be. 
Love is like that . . . Ibiowit! 

But they are even more beautiful in winter 
by moonlight, when they are covered by 
snow. One is not pondering about love 
then. One is panting up them for a; good 
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start at the top. You forget you are grown. 
You forget everything, as you coast around 
the long glistening curves on a flexible flyer. 
Can't you feel the air stinging your cheeks, 
and your veins tingling with excitement . . . 
even now, this sultry September night? 

Dangerous? Perhaps, when two coast 
down the hill together. And supper after- 
wards! the delicious game and very excellent 
sauteme. Yes, I'll let you sit beside me at 
the table if you want to, and when nobody 
is listening I'll whisper this grace: "Lord, 
make us truly thankful for circumstances 
over which we have no control, and come we 
know not why/* 

October ISth. 
Captain Calderwood: 

I go by the beaten path, except to you, 
where I have found a trail that your stories 
blazed in the wilderness. An impulse, if 
you like, but sometimes I think our impulses 
are the only real part of us. 

I have talked about so many things to you. 
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and I'm glad I ran away to play with you. 
It takes this one essential quality to make a 
playfellow . . . wanting to play what the 
other does, at the time the other wants to 
play it. 

When I am bored, as I was last night, at 
a dinner, I simply appropriate you and slip 
away from the rest of them to teU you all 
about it. The while I am saying to the man 
on my left, "Yes, we have seats for the opera 
as usual this winter. Mac adores it, and I 
always go because I want to please him. 
I don't care as much for music as he does. I 
get so tired hearing over and over, a lot of 
people I don't know, screaming about a lot 
of things I don't care for, in a language I 
can't understand." That sounds raw, 
doesn't it? I adore The Ring and Tann- 
hauser and Madame Butterfly, and others — 
but best of all Boheme, and then I whisper 
to you why I love Bioheme, and imder those 
conditions even a very trying dinner party 
is not so bad. 
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Nothing is bad, now that I have you. 
Sometimes when I am perplexed, I look at 
your picture and it is remarkable the power 
it has of straightening out things. I sup- 
pose it is because you are like The Boy. I 
always used to go to him about everything, 
much as one takes one's prayers to God. 

Sometimes it comes to me in a crowd, 
when I am in New York, that somewhere 
in the same city is a man who would come 
to me if he could. It seemed so possible, 
so easy at first, but now I feel I am drifting 
on rough waters, and I don't think my little 
craft is going to make port. 

To-night it is raining, and there's a chill 
in the air. After dinner Jacques stretched 
himself out on the bear rug in front of the 
fire, and I snuggled down in a big armchair, 
while Mac read Ben Jonson to us, and from 
another room floated Liszt's "Liebestraum." 

Jacques fell asleep finally, . . . the read- 
ing ceased . . . and everything was hushed 
but the music, and then, somehow, the place 
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changed into the room of the little dream 
house I told you of. It wasn't Jacques who 
was there before the fire ... it was you, 
and your hair was thick and tumbled like 
The Boy's in the Forest of Make-Believe, 
and just for a moment I . . . but what 
matter las you would say . . . for this is but 
a game of Post Ofiice that we played — ^you 
and I. And I chose you . . . not to love 
me, for that is dangerous . . • and not for 
friendship's sake, as friendship is a thing de- 
pendent on so many others • . . but just 
because you're . . . you, and understand. 



November 25tli. 
Captain Cdldenoood: 

I'm busy these days. The Guild is once 
more in full swing, and starts the ball roll- 
ing. The Guild is a charitable organization. 
Every Tuesday morning about twenty of us 
meet in the club house here, and plan dances 
and dinners, compare fall hats and summer 
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experiences, and incidentally make nighties 
and sachet bags for the unsophisticated 
heathen. 

Then, too, I have joined a class for fancy 
dancing, where I wear regular ballet slip- 
pers, with little tight straps across my in- 
steps. I shall probably forget and pirouette 
gaily down the street when a good idea for 
a chorus comes into my head. I have been 
asked to collaborate in writing a light opera 
( Shades of Wagner!) and my part is to fur- 
nish some of the dialogue and all of the 
lyrics. 

I see everything now from an operatic 
standpoint. Even dinner conversations, if 
properly disguised, have possibilities . . . 
for instance. 

"No! I never want to be free again,'* I 
said to the man on my left at dinner last 
night. "It would be such a bother to decide 
the vital question oVer. I think," I added 
as a happy afterthought, "that if anything 
shouldhappen to break my engagement — ^the 
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next time I would simply blindfold myself, 
and then have the men stand up in a row, 
while I ran my hand across their faces, and 
I'd say yes to the one whose cheek bone 
fitted into the pahn of my hand best." 

"But you'd get so tired," the man at my 
left remonstrated. 

*Tired?" I asked . . . *Vhy so?" 

"Because the line would be at least a mile 
long, and the men as you rejected them, 
would keep skipping down to the other end 
of it, so that it would extend indefinitely." 

"You have an active imagination," I re- 
plied. 

"Well, you know I'm on the waiting 
list." 

"Well, you know," I said smiling, "that 
there's an end to everything, even that line, 
and I should undoubtedly select the last man 
in the row, who would tip his hat politely 
when I removed the bandage from my eyes, 
and say: 

" Tardon ine, Madame, I only stopped 
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for a moment in passing, to see what the 
crowd was about/ '* 

To get back to the things that keep me 
busy. IVe opera two nights a week, and 
the New Theatre Wednesdays, besides the 
usual string of Bridge^ pink teas, dinner 
calls, cotillions, etcetera. 

How I'd like to cut all of them out . . . 
to have my little dream house, and live more 
plainly. To stay at home on winter even- 
ings, and close the door on the outside world, 
and be . . . happy. 

Now the only time I have to myself is 
Thursday night. On that night both Cor- 
nelia and Mac go to the symphony. I have 
rebelled, because I am so ingrained with 
music, that everyday things seem dull and 
incomplete without a musical setting of some 
sort. 

I have a mad desire to sing to the butler in 
pyrotechnics, ^'No, no more spinach tra la," 
or to tell the cook in a tragic mezzo soprano 
to give us deviled lobsters for dinner. 
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(Biff{ Bang! trumpets and full chorus.)' 
And whenever the baby falls down stairs or 
Mac breaks his collar button, or the house 
bums up^ my first impulse is to strike a 
graceful attitude and burst into song. 

No wonder I am cheerful I Mac says my 
heart has never really been reached, or I could 
not be so gay. Who knows ? I Ve used you 
as a peg to hang some of my less cheerful 
moods upon, but you didn't mind, did you? 
And then IVe a bookshelf with rows of 
volumes . . . mraaory volumes, that I take 
down and open and read until the light 
grows dim and I can no longer see . • . be- 
cause of tears perhaps. Ah! well — 

By the way, the first act of this play is 
much too long, and there's only one speaking 
part, which makes it stupid. If you come on 
the stage in the second act, what a lot of 
talking you will have to do to make up for 
lost time. 

On Thursday nights, you remember, I 
said I was alone. The house is still then, 
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and I turn out the lights in the library and 
curl up before the fire. The dark is really 
the light to me, for then the world is all shut 
out, and dreams come true . . . and then 
you come, and you always say and do the 
very things I want you to, so that I never 
forget to add, after you have bidden me 
good-night, and are half way to the door 
. . . "Come again. Big Boy" . . . and you 
always do. 



December Ist. 
Captain Calderwood: 

Having a comrade is like having a big 
balance in the bank of happiness. It is 
worlds better than having a lover. Lovers 
are exacting, besides any one can love us, but 
only the one we choose can be our com- 
rade. 

I'm an arrant coward abouTE love. 
Afraid of the open, lest I get barbed. I 
show my prehistoric instincts by wanting to 
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keep within my own forest, so whenever I 
see Phoebus Apollo in hot pursuit I can 
climb a tree. 

I read in the papers to-day that you were 
ill. It made me want to take a course in 
nursing. To secure a diploma that I might 
don a white cap and apron and be qualified 
to serve you. I am jealous of all those 
others who are with you and have the right 
to be. 

I feel detached from life . . . apart some- 
how, belonging to none, yet to all who need 
me, universal as the wind or the sea, or a bit 
of blue sky. 

I've a few minutes yet before dinner. All 
the colour outside has grown dark. Colour ! 
colour I Don't you love it? Sensations, 
emotions, and all vital things are associated 
in my mind with it. I suppose because my 
first beginnings were eye deep in a garden 
drenched with colour. 

I wish I were there to see j ust how ill you 
are. How is it Chez vous? Have they 
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drawn the blinds? Have they shut me out 
• . . those others? 



Captain Calderwood: 

The clock tick tocks away. It is a high 
grandfather clock with graceful outlines, 
and the case was made by a man once 
famous for his skill in such construction. 

Peter stands there with his hands before 
his face, and looks out between dull, brass 
fingers on the minutes and hours and days 
and years. Peter has been in the family 
even longer than I. My first bedtimes were 
heralded by his resonant voice, and I would 
stand in the dimly lighted hallway looking 
up into his face. It was then I christened 
him after the gardener, whom I missed 
about the house, and Peter he has been ever 
since. 

Of course when I came here he came too. 
Why Time would just stand still without 
him. 
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IVe but to close my eyes to see again the 
old daySy with tlie kissprint of God's sunlight 
on them. 

My mother always made me think of a 
craft with white sails set, headed straight 
into the beautiful Right Of Things. She 
suggested the freshness of the sea, the spirit 
of the imiverse, and the coming and going 
of the tide by which I moved; the clear- 
ness of the East, the coloiu* of the West, 
when the stars like golden-fleeced sheep are 
waiting at the night bars. 

My mother! Her memory is the mean- 
ing of the world to me. I live each day to 
the fulfilment of the dreams I think she 
dreamed for me, and always when I go to 
bed, I seem to hear her whisper still, "Good- 
night, my child." 

There is a something I feel in my heart 
for you, too— a nearness to you that bids me 
work and play and do my little best, and 
when I run to you with these letters of mine 
as Peter strikes the signal hour, I'm sure 
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you hold out your hands to me in welccMne 
and say, as she once did • • • '^Gpod-night, 
my child." 



Captain Calderwood: 

Will you come back with me to my gars 
den? Can you not see the flowers that 
form gay splashes against the high stone 
wall, or sit on their stiflP little stalks in a 
tangle of colour . . . and the apple tree 
with the swing beneath? The smooth dirt 
clearing was worn away by my feet, and on 
a bench built around the tree, I used to drill 
n^y toy soldiers, cook my mud pies, and do 
doll sewing, winle old Peter would stop for 
a minute to watch the kindermadchen at 
play, and make me daisy chains, to wind 
aroimd the swing ropes, that I might pre- 
tend it was Cinderella's coach going to the 
baU. 

Dear Grcrman Peter I with his honest. 
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tanned, perspiring face, and kind hands. 
They whittled boats for me, and whistles 
out of willow wood. They gathered nose- 
gays that I kept sacredly in a broken bottle 
on my bench. 

And his heart was kind^ too, with never 
a scolding word for the many mihelpful 
things I did. I remember going through the 
vegetable patch one day, and seeing a row of 
white beans lying on top of the earth. 
Those were the very beans I had watched 
Peter plant not three days before. Had I 
not heard him say they were a priceless sort 
and that he could get no more? And here 
they were . . . washed out of the earth by 
the last savage rain I 

With loving care and much preseveranee, 
I put each one back into the soil and covered 
the ground down smoothly. Peter should 
never know how near he came to losing those 
beans. You, who are an Army man, may 
not know that beans have the extraordinary 
habit of thrusting themselves right up out 
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of Mother Nature in that faring fashion. 
It is their usual means of growth, and so, 
instead of helping, I had made with infinite 
pains, small graves. But he loved me just 
the same, when he f oimd it out. ( I told him 
in a sympathetic burst of confidence,) The 
Little Prinzessin could do no harm! 

In the Forest of Make-Believe there is 
no Peter, but the sun-dial is there that he 
trained the roses aroimd, and the apple tree, 
and the old swing, with stouter ropes, and a 
seat big enough for two. 

The Gabden GntL. 



Captain Calderwood: 

I went to a tea this afternoon. Wh^i I 
get surrounded like that by a lot of women 
talking at once, as if they were never going 
to get another chance to say a word as long 
as they lived, it seems as though the top of 
my head would fly right oflPI I backed up 
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into a comer, and watched the distiu^bed 
multitude. I felt myself becoming ossified. 

Just then a highbrow suflPragette pounced 
upon me. She was plump and blond, with 
a repelling handshake, a yellow button, and 
a piercing eye. She pinned me down with 
it. 

"What are you for?'* she demanded. 

"For myself,'' I replied boldly. "I'm al- 
ways so busy that I'd neyer get the time to 
vote, even if I had the chance. I agree with 
the farmer's wife, who, when she was pressed 
for her allegiance to the cause, said, *NoI I 
don't want to vote. If there's anything the 
men can do alone, let them do it.' " 

My interrogator nailed me to the wall with 
a look. I suppose. Captain Calderwood, it 
sounds awfully ignorant, but what does the 
average woman know about politics anyway? 
And it is the average woman that might run 
the nation. Every man gets for his woman 
what she wants. If they demanded good 
government instead of baubles, the men will 
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get it for tiiem. It's for the men to vote, 
and the women to pull the wu*es at home. 

I said as much to the suffragette. She 
left me alone. Teas are so unreposeful. I 
am trying to learn calmness, and to concen- 
trate on one idea at a time. The confusion 
baffles me. I feel routed. 

The association of coincident thought is 
painful. It brings back my first tea. A 
Russian Countess gave it. My mother took 
me to it. How she ever came to do such a 
thing I don't remember, but I do remember 
being backed off into a comer, in close jux- 
taposition to a priceless inlaid cabinet with 
glass doors. In it were old ivories of quaint 
workmanship, French fans that a breath of 
air would demolish, and an onyx cupid, with- 
out any clothes. It seemed so silly for him 
to be standing around like that in a glass 
case doing nothing. 

Just then a dog leaped upon me from 
somewhere. I pushed him off, and screamed 
to him to go away! Instead, he took an- 
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other leap at me^ and threw me down against 
the cabinet. It broke nearly everything in 
it. 

The foreign countess sounded as if she 
were talking the English language back- 
wards. The dog barked furiously in Rus- 
sian. He did not know a single word of 
good old United States. By mistake my 
rebuflp had been taken for encouragement. 

That episode branded a tea as a thing 
dreadful and to be avoided, so never ask me 
to one . . . will you? 

The Unsocial Giel. 



Captain Calderwood: 

I am nearly distracted I Mac has taken it 
into his head that I must learn stenography 
and typewriting, to help him at home. He 
has been inquiring into the matter, and has 
brought home a list of the diflPerent systems. 
I never dreamed there was so many. 
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There's the Pitman, and the Benn Pitman. 
Both those men had marvellous, geometrical 
brains that scare me to death . . . the re- 
sults, I mean. Then there is the Bumz and 
the Mtmson, and the Gregg, and heaven 
knows how many others. 

Mac is so horribly thorough about every- 
thing he does. He positively wears the 
bloom off a rose, looking at it. I have not 
the cut of mind that can absorb stenography. 
I am neither accurate nor efficient naturally, 
and you cdn imagine how a page of my 
typewriting would look, dashed off at white 
heat. Mac says I am brilliant in spots, but 
that my mind needs training, and he means 
to train it, so tears and pleadings are of no 
avail. I'd never get anything with tears 
anyway. When I cry I get right down to 
business. There's no Delsarte about it. I 
screw my face up into a hard knot, and it 
looks so red and hot and ugly, that it would 
stop Peter, if he wasn't really my friend. 

To-day Mac took me to a big Commercial 
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schooL There were classrooms and black* 
boards and teachers, and every one looked so 
intelligent that it frightened me. Then we 
went into a large room, where one hundred 
typewriters were going at once. They 
played them without looking at the key- 
board. I believe it is called the Touch Sys- 
tem, by which an average person should turn 
out a quart of words a minute • • • and 
what is more, they were doing it right there 
before my eyes I I never saw such eflSciency I 
It made me dizzy. 

Mac was bland and inquiring, and nearly 
exhausted the man who was showing us 
round, who looked sympathetic and ex- 
plained over twice the things I could not 
understand, and did not press Mac to let me 
come. I think he saw how I felt about it. 

When we left, I had a royal purple jag 
in my brain. The mere idea of cramming 
my head full of those squizzy signs, made 
my soul curl right up like a fuzzy caterpillar 
when you touch him. 
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How I long to live a plain life, with my 
folderol sewing, and my books, and bother 
my head over menus, and a daily husband. 
Mac would be an intennittent one, you 
know. Grood night to you. I want to cry. 
.Think I'd better not, though, until I am 
quite^ quite sure I can smile. 

The Unhappy Gibl. 



Mr. Booh Boy: 

I am in disgracel I should of course feel 
the error of my ways, but between you and 
me, I feel as if the reprieve had come. 

I had it, my first stenography lesson to- 
day. I went in with all the other girls, and 
hung my coat and hat on a peg that was as- 
signed to me. Then I was given a book, 
and told to read the frst chapter over care- 
fully. It started in with Regular Final Ad* 
juncts, Stenotype and Combined Stems, 
Rules for Upward and Downward R. L. 
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and SH. Dots for Con and Ing. Initial 
Circles and Loops. Initial vowel and As- 
pirate Ticks. Pointed V-hooks, Contracted 
Outlines, Open Dipthong Sounds. En- 
Hook, In-Hook, Shun-Hook, and Halving. 
It sounded like prehistoric Scandinavian. 
I could not get the meaning of it into my 
mind. Ideas simply would not register. 

I went over the words again and again, 
and the more I studied them, the less I knew. 
I was worried for fear the teacher would 
come in and ask me what an Aspirate was. 
I hadn't a notion. It sounded like a sort of 
shooting star, or a variety of rubber plant. 
I wasn't sure which. In-hooks reminded me 
of worms, and Aspirate Ticks of Peter, 
when he is nearly run down. Pointed V. 
Hooks suggested a corset in process of 
being fastened. Contracted outlines, Betty 
dressed up to play lady, with a pillow to 
help out the general construction. Regular 
Final Adjuncts, a court room. Combined 
Stems, the daisy chains I used to make. 
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Open Dipthong Sounds, Bruce's throat 
when he gargles. 

I was in despair! Beads of moisture 
stood out on my forehead. I turned over 
the pages to find if it looked easier further 
along. It did not. Why a dash should 
mean K, and because it was shaded at the 
front end, be something else . . . why a 
slanting line should be Ch as in cheer, and 
the same line shaded heavier be J as in jeer, 
puzzled me. Not that I did not grant it 
had a perfect right to be, only it was be- 
wildering. I never could learn a foreign 
language, because I don't get things by 
sound, but by association. I simply hitch 
on one thing to something else, then I can 
remember it. 

I tried writing out an exercise. I made 
plain dashes, and shaded ones. I drew 
curves from the right to the left, and from 
the left to the right, and I drew some shaded 
ones. New moons dipping to the East 
meant V as in veer, dipping to the West, 
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they meant X. Some of the lines wiggled 
up, and some of them wiggled down, and 
every wiggle meant something else. And 
when they began sprouting and looping the 
loop, I put down the book and looked 
around. The scholars were writing on the 
blackboard more queer signs. The rumble 
from one hundred typewriters came like the 
dry crackle of Gatling guns. 

I thought of you . • . of everything I had 
ever known. I pictured myself dead, and 
the earth being shovelled down upon me, and 
I hoped they would arrange my hair becom- 
ingly, and not ask a lot of people. It is 
taking such imf air advantage of one I think, 
don't you? I hoped Mac would not wear 
black. He is so tall and fair, and black is 
unsuited to him. 

I had just reached that wish, when the 
room began to spin round and round, and 
the next thing I knew, the nice man, with 
sympathetic eyes, was bathing my forehead, 
and I was out of the class room, and I saw 
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I shouldn't have to tell any one that I did 
not know what an Aspirate wtfS. 

The man telephoned to Mgc, and he came 
and took me to the station in a taxicah. I 
think he regretted the advance payment on 
the lessons, hut he never spoke to me ahout 
it one way or the other, and of course I did 
not ask. I brought the text-book home as 
a souvenir, from which I made these con- 
notations. 

It all seemed like a re-echo of schooldays, 
when knowledge was being impounded into 
me. I simply could not study in the school 
room, because I always found the human 
problems about me more fascinating than 
the thirteen original states or the hypotenuse 
of a right angle triangle. 

I used to be allowed to take my books out 
under the trees and share my budding 
knowledge with the whole outdoors, and 
wonder why it was we had to be bothered 
learning text-books, when somebody who 
liked that sort of thing, had been good 
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enough tp leam, and not only learn, but take 
the trouble to write it down in black and 
white, that we might be saved the worry of 
carrying it around in our heads. 

My head is so constructed that it will only 
hold so much, and therefore I hang on to 
the things I love the best. There is a great 
assortment, from pink silk stockings to 
pickles. The procession is headed by an old 
tin kitchen and Hannah Jane, my first wax 
doll, whom I imexpediently left on the win- 
dow seat when I went off one day with my 
mother. On my return, I discovered that 
the sun in its steady course, had sat down 
in that especial window on- little Hannah 
Jane, and melted her face right off. Then 
came the sterner tasks of school. 

I look back to those days at the semi- 
nary, and the wrestlings with learning out 
under the trees. I agree with Darwin that 
my ancestors must have been monkeys, be- 
cause I love trees so. Of course they were 
a special edition of monkey, with prehensile 
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tails, most likely, which explains why I hang 
on so hard to the things I love. 
Good-bye, for now 
from 
Me. 



Captain Calderwood: 

Men in the abstract and concrete, in- 
dividually and collectively, are interesting 
and stimulating. Why should women pur- 
sue with such eagerness, Ethics, Art, Litera- 
ture and Philosophy, when at. our doors, 
screaming to be let in and understood, and 
appreciated, are mere men? They are the 
animal De Luxe, and I love their many 
cornered minds. 

With the exception of my mother, my 
education was supervised by men. There 
is a certain positive quality about a mas- 
culine mind that magnetizes the negative 
quality of a feminine one. Influence is 
what counts. 
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For years I have been with men and of 
them; judges^ editors, lawyers, writers; and 
many's the dinner, stag all but me, where 
they have graciously put me in the back- 
ground, and talked as if I were not there, 
making me indeed one of them. The little 
I know, I am sure is but the dust from their 
minds. 

There must be thousands of women who 
never played the game; even from the back- 
ground, never saw the switching on of the 
electric lights that bum steadily in the brains 
of men . . • 'God bless them I 

Of course Mac being so much older has 
made the opportunity. It has been a great 
privilege to live here with him and Cornelia, 
and one I am not permitted to lose sight of. 

I have my best times with Jacques. We 
fight lasting battles over chess. I usually 
get worsted in these skirmishes, as he gives 
me no quarter. But it keeps me on my 
mettle, and I am becoming aware that one's 
success depends entirely upon one's self. 
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Chess makes you think. It makes you re- 
alize the value and importance of each move. 
We are too apt to helieve in chance. If you 
play chess^ you know that things don't just 
happen. You win or lose your game as you 
play it. In other words, character is fate. 



Captain Calderwood: 

I am sitting here at my bedroom window, 
nibbling my pen. It is a pernicious habit, 
but I will do it. I glance out the window. 
Piles of burning leaves make wayside altars. 
The roads of the park wind around what 
once was a forest. Much of the ori^nal 
beauty is left, for the trees have been 
spared. There are hills and knoUs every- 
where, showing a curious earth formation. 
Each knoll has perched on its top, or nestled 
against its side, a house. All have gardens, 
some formal, some a riot of tangled love- 
liness. They are now covered with dead 
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leaves. The houses stand out against the 
vista of bare sky and stripped branches. 

Just across ttie way is a romance. The 
man and woman who live there are happy. 
He knew her when she was a baby, and used 
to be allowed to hold her on his knee a frac- 
tion of a second each time he and his mother 
went there on a visit. He watched her 
grow from long dresses to short; from 
primer days into girlhood. He buckled her 
skate straps, shouldered her woes, shared her 
secrets, and married her when she was just 
a slip of a girl. He was no laggard, that 
lover! 

Just beyond the oak there to the right, is 
another home. In it lives an old man and 
an old woman with their daughter. They 
are cultivated people. The daughter is 
thirty-five. She has read a library full of 
books. She plays Greig correctly upon the 
piano. She loves Chopin. She stumbles 
over the passages in her eager seeking of 
the melody. Sometimes the bars float out 
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to me across the twilight. They are 
freighted with longing. What the girl 
needs is to be loved. She has never been 
given her chance. Her mother has been an 
invalid for many years, querulous and exact- 
ing, and the girl has been kept at her beck 
and call. In the evening, if any onq hap- 
pened in, the family entertained him. The 
father sat on one side of the table, from 
which vantage he discussed higher education 
and politics and smoked a briar wood pipe. 
The mother, with her knitting, interposed 
a word here and there. The big library was 
the only gathering place the house boasted 
of. It was like a court room where the 
young man was put in the dock, tried and 
condenmed, unheard. He never by any 
chance got two minutes' conversation with 
the girl, and after one or two vain attempts, 
quit discouraged. Who would not ? So the 
girFs life is bounded and henmied in by Cir- 
cumstance and Rebellion, Longing and 
Greig. 
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Beyond, where the corkscrew road winds 
to the top of the hill, stands another house. 
It is the haunted house. I walk by it soberly; 
on my rambles. The owner is away. The 
whole place breathes devastation and ruin. 
Vines that once grew rampant along the 
balconies, now lie in tangled disorder across 
the walks. The windows are boarded over, 
and si>ider9 weave their webs close to the 
broken panes of glass. A thick privet 
hedge blots out this nightmare from the 
highway, but on still days, they say one can 
hear the laughter of little children in the 
garden, and the wail of a woman in the great 
North room where she went insane. 

I have sat here a long time dreaming. 
The maid came in to light the lamp. In this 
day of advancement, I still cling to a lamp. 
I suppose because my mother had one. We 
always love the things, I think, that were 
part of our childhood. Mine seems so far 
away. 

The maid is asking which frock I shall 
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wear. Which shall it be? The shimmering 
white satin, or the soft pink one with flounces 
like the petals of a rose? 

To-night there is a dinner on hand and I 
am hostess. Long ago Cornelia gave me 
that seat of honour as she does not like to 
preside. At the last dinner party Mac 
slipped into the dining-room before the 
guests were assembled and changed the 
place cards. He thought I might find 
the man on my left too interesting. Mac 
guards me from what he considers tempta- 
tion. I am always put with the chauffeur 
on any motor trip, if there happens to be a 
good-looking mim along. Just how he 
reconciles it with his manners I don't see. 
People attribute it to his eccentricity. 

IVe had suc^ a happy afternoon talking 
to you. It has been ever so much nicer than 
. . . well, goiiig to the Plaza for instance, 
and hearing the Nouveau Riche drink tea. 
I really must go now. IVe decided on the 
pink frock. 
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Here is the last diversion, Captain Calder- 
wood. 

Cafe Chantant 

Menu 
Bouillon de Scandale 
Homards d' Atelier 
Cheveau Francais 
Grisettes Charments 
Salade Saterique 
Baisers en Casserole 
Frapp6 aux Chaperones 
Gateau Cafe 

Speciality de la maison^ music, chansons et, 
danses. 

We arrived at nine. Jacques gave the 
party. He lives next door now, since 
Julianna his wife has come hack from 
Europe. We were asked to come in f ancj^ 
costume. Mac went as Marat, a character 
not unsuited to him. Jacques impersonated 
his melancholy namesake in "As You Like 
It,** and I was Charlotte Corday, with a lace 
cap and quilted petticoat. 
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It was a festal scene. Grisettes and 
Latin Quarter students. The handsomest 
man in the park was a tramp. He was the 
most specialized product of his kind I ever 
saw. 

My little hostess was Verlaine, with her 
straight hlack hair tucked up under a slouch- 
ing hat ... the most perfectly ill-fitting suit 
imaginable, and a briUiant smile that offset 
her insouciant manner. Juliannal I take 
off my cap to the memory of you as you were 
that night. 

Songs and the stringed quartette, while 
we sat at the small round tables having sup- 
per. It was gay, like a bit of Bohemia. I 
watched the men and women at the different 
tables. I wished you had been at mine. 
Cigarette smoke mingled with laughter. 
Julianna had put the four celebrities at one 
table, a writer whose latest novel was a 
feature on the book coimters; a painter of 
really good pictures; a musician of no mean 
ability, and a French academician, who was 
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a cynic. They sat there silent as if cou- 
founded by th6ir genius. 

The author puffed his cigarette absently. 
The painter studied the print of Botticelli's 
"Spring.*' The Cynic remarked beneath his 
breath, "Chaste but not run after.*' Those 
uncanny, floating creatures of Botticelli's 
give me just the opposite impression. They 
look to me as if they had morbid, ingrowing 
souls. Every time I see a Botticelli, I want 
to turn it to the wall, it depresses me so. 

After that, the silent musician gave us a 
frenzied rhapsody. A dragoon pulled his 
moustadie savagely. "It's a sinful borel" 
he whispered to me. 

"But you've no idea how difficult that 
piece is I" I protested. 

"Well," he said, "I wish it had been im- 
possible!" I liked him, that dragoon. He 
was a kindred soul, but married. I always 
leave the married ones religiously alone, it 
avoids complications. 

Grood-night to you. T^s letter-writing 
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habit is growing upon me. I'm supposed 
to be a silent child, but I do a heap of think- 
ing that I don't say anything about to any 
one but you. How do you like being a 
mental scrap basket? 

The Pen and Ink Girl. 



Captain Calderwood: 

The baying of hounds is in my ears I The 
horns from the four-in-hands! It has been 
a glorious day in the country. One of those 
mad miracle days after the autumn flames 
of the gods have burned down to the stark 
branches and Valhalla is no more. 

Through the blackened tree trunks a chill 
November wind caroused and went sweep- 
ing recklessly over the golf course . . . over 
frozen ponds up to the very door of the 
Country Club. 

Inside the club, a jovial (crowd had 
gathered. The big, blazing logs burned up- 
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roaxiously, and heightened the colour of the 
sporting costumes, the tight woollen jackets 
and leggings of the golfers, the scarlet coats 
of the huntsmen. 

Some lived near by like ourselves. Others 
had come out from the city on a special. 
Still others motored out or came in drags. 
It was to celebrate somebody's birthday, and 
we had a happy time. In the club room the 
furniture had been removed, and a f uU or- 
chestra played Debussy and ragtime indis- 
criminately. 

Some danced, others broke up into groups, 
and Jacques and I hung around by the fire 
and joined in the talk and did a little con- 
versational paddling on our own account. 

Mac and Julianna went off for golf. 
They did not seem particularly anxious for 
our company so we did not toddle along. 
Be it remarked that Jacques is a Z player, 
and I am not much further up the alphabet. 
I always seem to be holding up every one 
and never getting anywhere, just standing 
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around wlule they shout themselves hoarse 
yelling "Fore!" at me, and Mac is so care- 
fully consistent in his score, that I don't even 
dare think a idiot without counting it. 

Not golf for me I It makes me feel like 
a country without any boundaries. Jacques 
says that's exactly i;diat I am . . . a country 
without any boundaries. Jacques has an in- 
describable way of saying things. He loves 
to talk, and he has no sense of prudence. 
For instance, to-day before a whole crowd he 
shamelessly told of the part he took in the 
Boxer uprising. 

He was special war correspondent from 
the front. A long column a week cawk out 
in one of the newspapers, describing in de- 
tail the atrocities that were taking place in 
China. 

As a matter of fact, Jacques was living 
comfortably in bachelor quarters in little old 
New York at the time. To be sure, he had 
a friend in Vancouver who telegraphed him 
the latest authentic despatches, which he 



Digitized by 



Google 



72 THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 

elaborated and embellished with horrors until 
his column became the sensation of the hour. 
He wallowed in bloodshed. He led his 
readers through mazes of slaughter that 
made Carthage pale by comparison. He 
revelled in unique tortures. He had one spy 
buried in a regulation coffin two feet below 
ground, with a straw as the only means of 
communication between him and life. 

He reported on the probable psychological 
workings of that man's mind while under- 
going the torture, and got people so wrought 
up, that they began writing from all over the 
country to know if the man had been killed 
or rescued. One poor old G. A. R. fellow 
out in Kansas, wrote that he had not been 
able to sleep nights, just thinking of the 
possibility of a stray dog happening along 
and breaking the straw. Jacques is at least 
convincing, but as I said before — ^most in- 
discreet. 

I still Have on my hood and coat, as I 
jumped from the automobile. My cheeks 
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are red and my hair is flying. My Gypsy 
heart pounds away inside my tailonnade 
jacket. I'm infected with the joy of liv- 
ing. Wish Jacques would bring you outl 
The Country Girl. 



Christmas Eve. 

Captain Calderwood: 

A whole month has gone by since I have 
written. In it I have been holding council 
with my conscience. If I felt I had to even 
give up The Boy, when I became engaged 
to Mac, then how can I make these letters 
square with my resolves? But, it's Christ- 
mas Eve and I wanl to wish you God speed 
wherever you are, and may Peter Pan tuck 
your own bestest wish down in the toe of 
your stocking, where you :will find it . . . 
true. 

IVe just looked out upon tHe world. A 
lone star usually tops the cedar below my 
window. It is God's gift, that the poorest 
of us may claim. Hut to-night it is hidden by 
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the storm. THe wind whirls the snowflakes 
about, piling up the drifts — sweeping every- 
thing before it, free, gloriously free. 

Love is like that. An elemental, master- 
ful, fateful force, that sweeps one onward 
like the snowflakes. Does it not seem ter- 
rifying? 

So here's to comradeship I that more than 
best of things. I am sending you for a 
Christmas gift, a miniature of myself in a 
brocade gown of my mother's. I wore it 
last night to a Colonial Ball, with high heeled 
slippers and a big lace fan. It is a good- 
by offering as welL Just a girl out of the 
whole wide world, that you can never find. 

I'm by myself to-night, and tired and im- 
happy, and not very brave, so I'll tumble 
into bed atid soon be off to sleep. 

Once upon a time there was a woman and 
a man. The woman's hair was brown and 
dark, and she wore a soft pink gown that 
shimmered like the heart of a tulip, and 
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silken rosettes fastened the lace across her 
shoulders that were bare and warm and 
white. 

Now the man was big, with a tender com- 
prehension of the human side of things, and 
he was a • • • soldier. 

Although the woman had never seen the 
man, she felt that she knew him better than 
anybody else in the world, and her mind ran 
out to meet him, as a child runs down a 
garden path at the call of a summoning 
voice. 

She was a good deal of a child, this woman, 
and life to her had always seemed a game, 
like the shadow-dance of the fairies, and she 
stood wistfully aside and watched the others 
play it until he called to her. Then she 
whispered his name softly, and threw a gift 
to him . . . the gift that none can see, and 
sent her spirit dancing down a ray of moon- 
light to him. And after that, whenever the 
moonlight was so bright that you could al- 
most trace the colouring of a butterfly's 
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wings, the man thought of her . • . and she 
was never lonely any more, because the spirit 
part of her had gone to — ^him. 



January 12th. 

Captain 'Cdderwood: 

Dear mel 

Has the spirit that's gone a visiting you 
been a dreadful bother? I hope I have 
brought it up to be tactful enough to keep 
out of your way, except when you are alone 
sometimes . . . when the rain tears against 
your bachelor windows, and you draw your 
chair up before your grate and feel the need 
of something feminine to appreciate you. 

I'll be there by proxy, when you write 
your stories, looking over your shoulder, or 
perched on the edge of your desk, a very 
admiring audience. And when you are 
tired or unhappy, I'll dress up in butterfly 
things, with my hair done high, and play on 
an invisible mandolin, and sing you wordless 
songs to make you glad again. 
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When I am naughty or sad, I will come. 
Mac doesn't want me then, it bores him, and 
I never bore him . • . it is one of my reso- 
lutions. I keep my resolutions on my dress- 
ing table, along with my powder puff and 
silver trinkets, for a daily use. Oh I dear 
me I Mac calls this home. I call it a co- 
habitation for unsociabilities, an unspiritual 
enigma. 

The Lonely Girl. 



January 29th. 
Captain Calderwood: 

I Ve been fighting a battle with Things As 
They Are. The smell of powder is in the 
air; clouds of dust blur the ranks of the Con- 
ventions, and Things As They Are have 
formed a square with bayonets ready. I 
am no strategist, but the flag is up, and I'll 
charge, even if my whole battalion falls. I 
have captured an outpost . . . my letters. 
The last two were really good-bye, but here's 
another! 
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"Bravo r* you cry. Captain Calderwood, 
whatever a man inspires in a woman is his 
own, I think, if it is something that never 
belonged to anybody else. That's the way 
I feel about these letters. You have a right 
to them if you call them into being. 

Oh! the eternal right and wrong of things ; 
the mis judgments ; the mistakes. Yet faults 
are pegs on which our greater virtues hang. 
Is it not so, you who are real? 

I am so tired of dreams, the Jack o* Lan- 
terns of flitting yesterdays and beckoning 
to-morrows. 



February Srd. 

These are the last despatches. They have 
recaptured the outpost, and Things As They 
Are have made me their prisoner, I am 
powerless to act as I would. Have I been 
playing with fire? Yes, perhaps. That is 
what fire is for . • • to temper us, to test 
us, to try us out. Who's afraid? Only 
cowards. 
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If I could, I'd cry a thousand times 
"Comel" But my hands are tied ... the 
flag is down. I'm a prisoner . . . and so I 
can only say good-bye to you. But no! Not 
that I Won't you be my guest at tea to- 
night, in the Forest of Make-Believe? IVe 
still the key of the little dream house, and 
I'll go there now in my birch canoe and start 
the logs in the fireplace burning • • . and 
I'll get out the old blue china and set the 
table for two. Ill trim the lamps and dust 
the settle and draw back the half -closed cur- 
tains once more. No longer will ghost- 
shadows tiptoe down the walks, and look in 
at the open windows, for the light will shine 
out steadily to welcome you. 

I'll hang a Jack o' Lantern on the garden 
gate, so you can find the way . . . and when 
you come, we'll gather the roses, you and I, 
that clamber over the old sun-dial . . . and 
the wind will blow in fresh from the sea . . . 
and the forest stir and awaken. 
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PART II 

IN WHICH DAN CALDERWOOD COMES ON THE 
STAGE 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



May 4th. 

DAN: 
This is a letter just for my diary, not 
for you, that I may remember in the 
years to come, each little thing. 

I have met YOU ... The Boyl I can 
see you now; the studio, old and foreign 
looking; the Italian fireplace, before which 
I stood meditating on the possibility of the 
last guest being worth while . • . when the 
door opened, and you were announced. A 
moment later, as though it were the most 
natural thing in the world, we were being 
introduced. 

The room with its soft lights grew misty. 
I saw only yoiu* face, and the eyes of the 
picture looking at me. 

You took me in to dinner. I can see the 
long oval table, the yellow skirted candles, 
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the big double petalled peonies that hid me 
from Mac. 

We looked at each other one unforget- 
.table instant. 

"You're Babs/' you said. 

"Who has come all the way from the 
Forest of Make-Believe for this dinner,'' I 
answered. "Did you like my little dream 
house?" 

"I loved itl" you said. 

"The second act has begun," I continued. 
You laughed boyishly. 

"Yes," you said, "I know it has, and I can 
only sit here tongue-tied, and look at you. 
You are some wonderful person in a dream, 
you know, and I'm afraid you will vanish. 
I can't seem to think of anything except that 
you are here, so near that I can touch you if 
I put out my hand." 

"Mac might see you," I whispered. 

"If it were a story, everybody would say 
it couldn't be true," you continued. 

"But it is true. Captain Calderwood." 
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"Yes, that's the best part of it, and to- 
night I'm the man on your left. You can't 
imagine how jealous I was of those men on 
your left . . . particularly the one on the 
waiting list/* 

"He was a fact,'' I replied, "but his 
repartee was pure fiction/* 

"And I'm still your comrade, now that 
you've seen me; notwithstanding the fact 
that we have only just met?" 

"A formal introduction does not neces- 
sarily make a comrade. Rather, people 
should be comrades first, and then intro- 
duced — there's much more point to it." 

We both laughed joyously. I could hear 
Mac discoursing on the respective merits of 
music at the other end of the table. 

"It's this way," he was saying. "When I 
don't like an opera, I keep going to it over 
and over again, that I may discover why I 
don't like it." And you were saying: 

"I fear I am an experimenter." 

"I know you are," I answered. "Great- 
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ness comes by way of it more often than 
not." 

"Yet Jacques wished to exclude it from 
your occupation." 

"Oh I Jacques is a dear." And I glanced 
across the table^ 

"Well, he made life miserable enough for 
me. Men who have led such troublous lives 
usually know the game, and play it, but I 
know he played fair. I believe I'd even like 
him, if for no other reason than because you 
did not fall in love with him. Who is he? 
You said I knew him." 

"He is sitting opposite you.'* You looked 
up sharply, almost savagely, and bit your 
lip. 

"Billy Blair. His wife was abroad, and 
left him to us as a legacy for six months. 
He was Mac's Best Man. We kept him 
safe, and returned him to Julianna intact, 
with a testimonial tied up in blue ribbons, 
that he had been absent from home but one 
evening. That one was rather amusing. 
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We were giving a dinner party, Jacques 
had unfortunately been invited out to dinner 
by the publisher of his new book, and he de- 
parted about six o'clock, in a stiff shirt and 
stiff er collar, looking literally as if he had 
been poured into his evening clothes. 

"Jacques," I said. "You're a regular 
Tchaikovsky motif. Ypu look so melan- 
choly that you'd better be off and have it 
over with. One might think you were going 
to Asia instead of to the next station." 

We had just finished dinner and were 
lingering over the coffee, when the door bell 
rang. It was the Prodigal returned. I 
rushed to the door, and he fairly broke 
through the screen in his hurry to get in. 

"What I back so soon?" I said teasingly. 

"Soon?" he queried. "When was it I 
last saw this happy home?" and he com- 
menced a Chinese Can Can. 

"Jacques," I cried, *1iave you gone 
crazy?" 

"Yes," he said, "I have. What of it? 
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Isn't this the pleasantest ward in the asylum? 
Do let me have a brandy and soda. IVe 
been treated like a Sunday-school scholar to 
iced water, and borrowed ideals and abridged 
conversation. But now — " 

You were watching me, Dan, as if you 
would like to have been there too, and I said 
impulsively: "I like to talk to you about all 
those silly things that nobody else would 
listen to, except a pal." 

"Then it's not all in your imagination?" 
you said eagerly. 

"Not all, perhaps,'' I replied. "Much of 
it was. The part about gathering the roses 
in that last letter." 

"But that was the nicest part of all I" you 
remonstrated. 

"I only put that in to make it complete. 
You see, when I wrote that, I never ex- 
pected to meet you, and I like to finish things 
up artistically." 

"Well, now that you have met me, I wish 
you would keep to that same idea." 
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**Do you?" I asked, smiling in spite of my- 
self. "Tell me about it . . . what you 
thought when the first letter came — and 
afterwards." 

"I'll confess to you," you declared. "Im- 
agine me, a bachelor of twenty-nine, alone in 
a small apartment on a side street in New 
York, with a solitary darky to look after 
me, Isaiah, who is cook, valet, friend and 
spiritual adviser, in one. 

"I was eating my usual unromantic break- 
fast of bacon and eggs, when the postman 
brought your letter. Such an appetizing 
envelope, you remember . • • big and white 
and clean. 

** ^Isaiah,' I said, *just clear away this de- 
bris, will you? and bring me my pipe.' And 
then . . . well, when I read that letter, I 
can't exactly describe how I felt, but it 
seemed as if I knew that little dream house 
. . . had always known it . . . and you. I 
felt that sooner or later you would come to 
me, and after that I tidied things up a bit. 
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" *Isaiah,* I said, 'here's ten dollars to get 
whatever is necessary to make this place 
clean/ 

" *Yo sho not thinkin' of gittin' ill is yo, 
Marsa Dan?' he asked alarmed. *Or 
reckon maybe yous not calculatin' on gittin' 
married?' 

'* *Right you are I' I said. *It*s a wedding 
we're going to have if the gods agree.' 

"You see," you continued. "I had never 
been a popular man, broadly speaking. I 
was much too fond of my work and staying 
at home, and it touched me deeply that you 
should have chosen me out of a whole world 
full of people, and from that morning you 
became part of my life, and it added zest 
to the days. Then your miniature came, 
and I knew for whom I was seeking . . . 
the girl in the brocade gown with a rose in 
her hair, 

"One by one the big white envelopes, 
eludingly postmarked New York, reached 
me. In them not a clue by which I could 
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find you. I stayed in town all summer, just 
waiting for them. It was a dangerous thing 
to do ... to send them . . • when you did 
not really know me." 

"But I did," I protested. 

"Then that last letter came about six 
thirty one evening. I was in my dressing 
robe and slippers when I heard the post- 
man's ring. My man brought it up to me, 
and after I had read it, I stirred the fire 
thoughtfully for a good many minutes, then 
I went over and turned out the light. 

"Isaiah came in and hesitated at the door, 
noticing my dishabille. *You dinner's 
served, Marsa Dan,' he announced doubt- 
fully. 

" *Isaiah,' I said. *I shall not be at home 
for dinner. I want you to lay out my 
freshest linen, my evening coat. I am tak- 
ing tea with a lady to-night. You need not 
wait up, for I'll be late.' 

"You were gone, but the garden gates 
were there still, and sometimes dream chil- 
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dren trooped gaily through them, and there 
was one little girl, with the eyes of you, and 
her name was Babs, and she came and 
climbed upon my knee and always • • • un- 
derstood." 

There was a catch at my throat. Some- 
how I don't remember anything else, except 
a confused bliu* of lights, and getting into 
my evening wraps, and being helped by you 
into one of the cabs drawn up in front of the 
house . • . and whirled away to the opera. 
Your arm pressed against mine, as you 
leaned towards me. 

**Babs," you said hoarsely, "look at me." 

We had wheeled suddenly into a circle of 
light, and I could feel your eyes upon me. 
I tried to raise mine. 

"I can't," I whispered. 

"But I'm The Boy, you know. You're 
not afraid of The Boy?" 

"No," I said, and looked up at you. 

"Babs, Babs, we love each other, and I be- 
lieve your happiness lies with me. You 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 98 

have promised to be another man's wife, but 
you belong to me/' 

"Just to you," I whispered. I had rested 
my hand on your knee as I leaned to you. 

"GU)dI Babs," you said passionately. "I 
can't bear it! I love you sol" 

Four cabs drew up along the curb in front 
of the Metropolitan, and two boxes were oc- 
cupied by the people who alighted from 
them. The house was a. brilliant one . . . 
Clement and Farrar sang that night, and the 
opera was Werther. 



Graycpoft, May f4tH. 
Only Man, 

Love has come 
So silently I hardly know just how. 
Yet all the world seems different now. 
The sun shines on as thx/ 'twould never stop 

And dissipates the gloom. 
The summer's here, arid in the garden 
Of my heart the roses bloom. 
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Last night I had never met you, and to- 
day you are mine. So Fate chooses. 

Our good-bye was but for two weeks, 
when you are coming out to be one of the 
houseparty on the eighteenth. I fancy Mae 
asked you, that he might have a chance to 
cross swords with you, and determine if you 
are a dangerous adversary. 

I rode home in the late train with him. I 
rested my head against the window frame, 
and my thoughts were as conglomerate and 
brightly vivid as the lamps of the stations 
that sped past . • . the fitfully lighted 
homes along the hillsides . . . the furnace 
flame that blazed a torch in the darkness. 

You. You. You. The train wheels 
sang to it. The towns flew by to it. And 
then I slept and dreamed. 

I was outside the ramparts of a city, and 
all aroimd me was The Long Ago. My 
ancestors were there, from the humblest to 
the greatest, each with a gift for me of the 
best that had been his, and I went into the 
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hearts of those people long dead, and into 
their lives. 

They took me by the hand, and led me 
through grey, postern gates, back into the 
city of The Used To Be. I glanced in at 
their windows. I saw into their liv^s. 
Some there were who toiled, and others lived 
in book-walled cloisters. The music of a 
violin floated out across the night to me. 
Its sobbing held me spellbound like the 
music that my father played. On down the 
streets I went, to right, to left, with these 
my people, past the window where a dreamer 
stood, and counted picket stars that paced 
their outposts in the sky. And in the city 
square my forebears formed a host. 

"Behold,** they said, **you are you, be- 
cause of these things in us that we have 
transmitted do\.n the years to be your heri- 
tage. Your grief is our grief . . . your 
happiness our happiness, and we are ever 
with you . . . spirits of an unknown world 
that come to-night to bless you." Babs. 
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Another letter 'just for. my diary. 

May 21st. 

Boy — my Boy: 

It is all so wonderful, that I feel like a 
child who has waked up on Christmas morn- 
ing, and is so happy, she hardly dares look 
at her tree with all its gifts and heauty, lest 
it yanish. 

But mine will never vanish. I feel it, — 
I know it, — for you're The Boy, for whom 
I've waited all these years. 

It is so lonely to-night. You are gone. 
The others of the houseparty htfve gone, too, 
but that does not count. Mae is in town, 
and after a solitary dinner I shall sit me 
down to dreams and — ^you. 

The whole house is full of you. For the 
first time, I really love the things about me 
— ^the couch in the library, with the bowl of 
lilacs near. How sweet they were — ^those 
lilacs! The old settle in the study where I 
foimd you reading this morning — ^the big 
wing chair upstairs, in which you held me 
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close, and told me that you cared. "I love 
you. I love you. It's wonderful 1" you 
said. 

I am no longer a woman without mem- 
ories, and to-day I kept the logs in the fire- 
place burning like an altar fire, and drew my 
rocker near to the hearth, in the spot where 
you kissed me good-bye. 

"We will never use that word," you said. 
"There can be no good-bye between us now." 

Afterwards I went upstairs apd flung my- 
self on the couch where we were looking over 
the scrap book, you remember, that had in 
it drawings of my House of Dreams. 

"I love it there," you said. "I want to 
live there, too . • . May I? Just you and 
I, away from the world. How often would 
we have to go back to the world, Babs?" 

"Oh I whenever we wanted to," I an- 
swered smiling. 

"Then I'd .neoer go back!" you replied. 

Your hand sought mine in a warm clasp. 
"And our house shall be grej,'^ you said, "like 
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the mist • • . and the roof green like the sea, 
. . . and the sweetest roses in the world 
shall bloom over the door. Your little yel- 
low climbing ones with the sunny hearts, 
and their sweet, sweet fragrance. And 
what are those irregular markings?' 

"Apple trees,'* I said, "down by the water's 
edge, and a swing. But it won't be Cinder- 
ella's coadi going to the ball this time, GirL 
It will be the Royal Coach, for the Prince 
has found his Princess.*' 

"And we'n call the place Garden Gate," 
you said, "because a high stone wall runs all 
about it, and the gate has a big iron knocker, 
that only I can raise and a magic key to lock 
out the world." 

"And there's a windmill," I said, "with 
great Dutch paddles, and it answers for a 
tool room as well. And the garden by the 
kitchen has all sorts of flowers for cutting, 
and mint and lavender and crisp red rad- 
ishes and lettuce." 

"Do you know," you said, "I can just im- 
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agine you in a pink sunbonnet and a little 
hoe, digging in that garden." 

**Dan/' I exclaimed. "You are a dear." 

"It is an excellent plan," you continued, 
"having the fairies do all the work." 

"They will love the kitchen with its blue 
pots dangling against the wall, and the gay 
jasmine vines that peep over the casement 
and look down on the rows of raspberry tarts 
and creamy cheeses. And you can make a 
ruflBy white apron to get yourself into when 
you want to play chef, and I'll come out and 
lounge on the window-sill and eat the things 
you hand over to me, whether they are done 
or not, and kiss you every time anything 
comes near scorching. We will eschew such 
things as garlic and minced-up dishes and 
mush. I am a distinctly carnivorous animal, 
with a Cyclopsean appetite, and we'll get 
Isaiah in if the fairies give notice. I'll see to 
it that you don't have any of the dishes and 
scrub work to do." 

"I should hate that part of it," I confided. 
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**I just want to be cool and sweet and clean, 
and ready to amuse you. To be everything 
feminine that can be combined in one woman. 
I have made outside stone steps that lead up 
to a big attic, where there are chests of 
clothes, and costumes and wigs and things, 
so that on rainy days we can go up there 
and play . . . and I'll be whatever you like 
best, a Dutch Doll or a French Soubrette; 
an Indian Squaw, or a Japanese Geisha 
Girl, with long, soft robes, and I'll serve you 
tea in egg-shell cups and . • • love you!" 

"Is there a living room too?" you asked. 

"Yes, it's very, very big, with English oak 
panelling and dovetailed floor boards." 

"And we'll have," you continued, "a fine 
comfy settle, soft like clouds, and there'll be 
a gate-legged table for our pet books and my 
pipe and your sewing basket." 

"And a corner cupboard, Dan, to hold the 
blue china dishes, and a cavern fireplace, and 
a wing chair and lattice windows th^rt look 
out over the sea." 
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"Also an English oak fourposter," you 
said. 

**With pineapple carving," I declared 
rapturously. "We might as well be ex- 
travagant, as long as it's only Make-Be- 
lieve/^ 

"But it imHf* you said. "You're my girl. 
You're just my girl, and I won't give you 
up. I'll make a clean breast of it to Mac. 
I want you. I must have you." 

Your arma were about me I I was close 
against your heart; so close I could feel its 
throb. You looked down, down into my 
eyes until they closed. 

"I love you," you whispered passionately, 
"have always loved you. Somehow, some- 
where, in another star, another world your 
soul touched mine." 

"And I love you," I answered dizzily. 
"You're my Boy, for whom IVe always 
waited." 

"And you belong to me?" you insisted. 

"Yes," I replied, "forever and forever. 
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I've always belonged to you. That is why 
I feel free to tell you, although I am not 
free to go to you. It would not be fair. 
Mac took me when I was a little girl, and 
supported and educated me. When his 
wife died, he naturally looked to me for some 
return. There was no one else he could de- 
pend upon. Cornelia is not fitted tempera- 
mentally to have the care of the children and 
managing a house bores her." 

*'So as you fitted in nicely, and filled the 
requirements, Mac suggested that you make 
it a permanent arrangement — I seel" 

"He does like me." 

"He traded upon your gratitude." 

"But I owe him such a lot." 

"You don't owe him anjrthing so exact- 
ing. You have been a housekeeper and 
looked after his children, and it is outrageous 
to bind you further in a relation of con- 
venience. We'll find a way out, Babs." 

"Not yet," I pleaded. "I want it to be 
this way for awhile, until things get straight- 
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ened out better; until I can help him to re- 
organize his life on a simpler basis." 

"He doesn't want it on a simpler basis. 
He likes all this front. It flatters his ego." 

"But he is generous.** 

"Generous to his own feelings and wants, 
lavish to the very dregs of selfishness. It*s 
open gossip — ^his debts." 

"You mean that?" 

"Why, of course, and he has no right to 
include you in it." 

"He is extravagant, and does not seem 
to realise the steady drain on his resources. 
His speculations go wrong, and he keeps on, 
hoping to recoup his losses. I can't leave 
him now, Dan, a crash might come, and 
there*d be no one to care for the Kiddies." 

You looked at me long and steadily. 
Somebody knocked at the door. 
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Grajcraft^ May 25th. 

Dan: 

I am all alone again to-night. It is the 
hour for dinner, and IVe on a white chiffon 
gown, sprigged over with apple-blossoms. 
The window is open and the warm, spring air 
blows in. Beyond, the tight, green buds of 
the trees are bursting into bloom in their 
eagerness to get out into the world, and the 
moon looks tn upon me contemplatively and 
I look back and smile, for I am • . . happy I 

When my solitary dinner is over, and I no 
longer find solace in the empty chairs and 
memories I'll jump into my dream canoe, 
and paddle over to you, Boy, and our en- 
chanted forest, where the starlight shines 
down on the long, low roof of home . . . 
and a bench stands lonely in the fragrance of 
the night, and you. Boy, are there, waiting 
to take me in your arms. 

'Wo* whoUy in the busy world, nor quite 
beyond it, blooms the garden that I love/' 

No matter what comes, I have you, and 
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I feel brave enough to face whole armies of 
difficulties. After all, the greatest happi- 
ness lies not in what we have, but what we 
hope for, which belief is a talisman that 
makes us always confident. Hope, you 
know, is the wind that turns the wind-mill. 

Babs. 



Gtaycrof t, June 5rd. 
Boy dear: 

The more I think about you, the more I 
want to think about you. When Grod made 
you. He made a man, and He worked over 
time. 

IVe spent these last days in the woods. 
They are marvellous now, and IVe dis- 
covered heavenly places to wander, with 
violets and wild azalea, and yesterday I came 
upon an old fallen tree trunk on which I 
sat down to rest. Xearby a lizard lay 
asleep. He was a weird little fellow, a 
thumb's length, and copper-coloured, with 
bright orange spots along his back. 
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"Dost know/' I questioned him, *Vhy I 
am so happy?" He opened his beady eyes 
wide and blinked them wickedly* I think 
he knew. I have a wild impulse to tell 
everybody that I have found my Boy. I 
want to hail the ice man as he goes by, the 
stranger passing in the streets, and nothing 
but force of character keeps me from writing 
it down at the end of an order for vegetable 
greens, or shouting it to the stars. 

Devotedly 
Me. 



June 6tli. 
Dear: 

I wish you were here to-night. It is cold, 
and I would light the busy obstreperous fire, 
and we could gossip. 

Spring is still in the shop windows, if not 
in the air, and I am in quest of a ravishing 
summer hat, for have I not a real, live lover 
to dress for now? I adore pretty things. 
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I have a brass-bound window seat full of 
them . . . little garments strewn with 
lavender. It is my wedding chest. 

I have been making them stitch by stitch, 
ever since I left school. All the ruffles and 
furbelows lie there so unsuspecting of their 
tragedy. I have stitched into them patience 
and self-denial, tears and hopelessness, and 
somewhere, in the very bottom of the chest, 
are Dreams of The Boy. No matter what 
comes, those little garments shall be just 
The Boy's. I'd bum them before I'd ever 
let Mac see them now. 

The children are in bed; the servants be- 
low stairs. Mac and Cornelia are out to a 
concert. Peter ticks dismally. I feel for- 
lorn. The house is lonely. I walk around 
the silent rooms, round and round them, but 
never get home. Home, I reckon, must be 
where you are. 

Babbaea. 
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June 10th. 

Dearest Of AU: 

This weather is cold enough for fur coats, 
but still summeF is coming — nay, is here. 
Do you know, I have always been waiting 
for summer. I have had such a lot of 
blustry days and bleak winds. Ah I well, it 
may have been for the best, so that summer, 
when it does come, will be more lovely. 

How we all war against things . . . the 
elements • . • against one another, striving 
to assert our individualities, our ego. The 
only inharmonious thing in nature is human 
nature. That is full of the cosmic ills and 
metaphysical doubts of mankind. 

Men make things possible, women make 
them worth while so the man thinks, and 
just the reverse the woman thinks. 

The children are playing outside at a game 
called Knight's Toiunament. Bruce is Sir 
Gawaine. He is happily, sublimely imcon- 
scious of life's deeper queries, and yet even 
now, there is a foreshadowing. 
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He said to me this morning, as he idly 
stuck pins in and out of my pincushion. 

"Cousin Babs, I shall be sorry to grow 
up. 

"Why?" I asked in surprise. 

"You have too much hard times when 
you're grown up." He pilt his hands in his 
pockets and wheeled round and faced me. 
"But/* he continued, irrelevantly, "no 
matter whether you're rich or poor you mtist 
be clean." 

I screamed with laughter, he was so funny, 
this philosopher of six. Sir Gawaine is 
now leading the Knight's bicycle charge; 
with no thought beyond the revolving of the 
wheels. 

Betty is standing aside, holding her doll 
by one arm. She is bursting. with joy, be- 
cause she is going to get a new pair of tan 
shoes to-day. Such is life and femininity at 
the age of three. 

The philosopher scorns clothes. He is a 
practical little chap. I reproved him not 
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long ago for some lapse of manners. 
"Bruce," I said> "if you act in that way, and 
eat like a Hottentot, half the peojple in the 
world won't approve of you." 

"And how about the other half?** he re- 
sponded, quick as a flash. "Well,*' I ad- 
mitted, "the other half willl" 

And yesterday we were walking round the 
lake in the forest. It grew dark before we 
realized it. 

"Cousin Babs,** he said, "if I got lost here 
alone, I shouldn't like it a bit, but if I got 
lost with you, why I wouldn't care how long 
it took them to find us." Which wasn't bad 
for six. 

We have such a curious time with prayers. 
Last night Betty refused to go on with Now 
I Lay Me. She is never stubborn, and after 
persistently shaking her head and refusing 
to say it, I questioned her gently, and got 
her to say softly: 

"Now I lay me down to sleep. I pray 
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the Lord my soul to^keep." She would go 
no further. 

"Dearest," I said, "is there some good 
reason why you don't want to go on? Tell 
Cousin Babs/' 

She looked at me trustingly and her lip 
quivered. 

"I don't want to die, I don't want to talk 
about dying before I go to sleep. I want to 
live till to-morrow to wear my new shoes." 

"It's all right," I said, "you need never 
say that prayer again." Bruce ends his 
prayers thusly. The little ones he says 
^Amen to. The long ones he dignifies with 
an end up of Ahmen. He feels a subtle dif- 
ference. For a whole week after I let him 
play with the pawns and castles and pieces 
of the chess board, he ended all his invoca- 
tions "Amen, Ahmen, Chess men. No men." 
I let him alone and it wore itself out. And 
I was scandalized to hear Betty quit rev- 
erently with Damn one night. She had 
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overheard the gArdener use it, and it seemed 
to her a nice, forceful, proper word to stop 
with. 

I found Bruce telling her The Lord's 
Prayer the next day. She was repeating it 
after him. "He gives us everything," he 
continued, "all the things we like best. He 
gives us our daily bread. He gives us our 
sins. His real name's Hallowed/' 

I'm so tightly bound up here. Boy. It 
is like the roots of a tree that have branched 
out, taking an unshakable hold. Will there 
come a storm so fierce that it will tear them 
up? I wonder . • • I wonder. 

Your 
[Babs. 



Graycroft, 
June 17th. 

Boy: 

I hear you are going to be at Pietro's on 
Tuesday. I shall be there too, with you 
nearby, smiling at me across the supper 
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table, 5ust as you smile at the others, maybe, 
with this . . . this difference, that I shall 
know, and miderstand. That is the secret 
ofitall • • • understanding. It is the com- 
mon, little everyday things that draw people 
close, the sharing of them. 

It is sweet here^ to-night in this hilly spot, 
and I wish. Boy, that you were with me. 
We'd go up to the lake and sit on the grey, 
weather-worn steps of the boathouse, that 
dip down into the cool water, . . . and Boy I 
. . . just Boy . . . that's all. 

Babs, 



Daw: 

I'll never forget you as you went out of 
the door the other evening at Pietro's. You 
looked so ill, so tired, that I longed to fling 
my arms about your neck, and beg you to 
take me with you • . . f or I am tired, too, 
like a child, and I want to creep into your 
arms and stay there until my spirit is rested. 
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It is hardy never seeing you alone, except 
for a moment or two socially* 

After the supper at Pietro*s, I could not 
get you out of my mind, and fell asleep to 
dream over and over again of you. Things 
had gone very wrong here. Money things 
and Mac*s petty tryannies. I was des- 
perately miserahle. The sohs in my sleep 
kept waking me up. I wanted you so, and I 
crept down to the lihrary in the darkness, to 
the hig wing chair, where you held me dose, 
you remember, and I pressed my tear- 
stained face against the cushions, and flung 
my arms about it. There I was at rest. 
There I was home. 

You looked so ill I If only we could go, 
you and I, out to the Arizona desert, and 
ride neck to neck in a mad gallop, and fling 
care to the winds. Or perhaps we had better 
take an ocean voyage where the air is soft 
and warm, and the sun sinks down blood-red 
beyond the horizon, while the moon comes up 
bewitchingly bright, and our fancy flies to 
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meet it down the path of light across the 
water. 

The gentle motion of tHe ship • • • the 
glamour of the night • • . Love, you and 
I, and the world for the asking. 

It Was ahnost like being abroad, that night 
in the heart of New York's Little Italy. I 
can see it still, the coarse spotless linen, the 
heaping plates of spaghetti, the crude glass 
bowl with its grapes and apples and bunches 
of celery, pointing in all directions of the 
compass. It was life first hand and vibrant, 
not a country merry-go-round, where we 
pay our nickel and choose a wooden animal 
and a toy sword, with which to win the ring, 
but life, full-blooded, on which we stake 
everything and lose or win as the case may 
be. 

I'm afraid I'm a bom adventurer. I like 
to sail before the wind, and feel the salt 
spray of excitement in my face. IVe only 
been capsized once, when you were near by 
to rescue me, while you. Boy, you've surely 
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had many a capsize. But then you're a good 
swimmer. 

I loved to hear about your early life and 
home, and the girl next door who used to be 
your playfellow. Some day, when we go 
there you can take me into the garden, and 
we will dig up together the tin cans full of 
cabalistic charts, and treasures that you and 
she buried with pomp and ceremony, and 
Boy, I am glad she grew up colourless 
and not interested in people or things, or 
books or work. 

IVe been puzzling over it, and IVe hit 
upon the solution. She reflected you. 
You were Aladdin . . . She held the lamp. 
You made the secret alphabet • • • She 
wrote it down. 

If it had not Been for your imagination, 
you would never have written any books, 
and how should I have found you then, or 
taken supper with you at Pietro's? 

I shall never forget it . . . that supper, 
and afterwards, the walk towards the river. 
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past all the little Italian shops, with their 
gay coloured candies, and tri-coloured flags. 
On through a crooked archway across a 
court, where hung the proletariat wash of 
the quarter stretched in waving lines from 
window to window, high above us. On up 
rickety steps, into the theatre where we 
watched the weirdly grotesque marionettes, 
and the restless Italian crowd> and • • • each 
other, between whiles. 

Between whUea, Boy, it looks as if it would 
always be that, 

Babs. 

Grajcroft, June 29ih. 

On}y Man: 

You say you are madly in love with me. 
Perhaps! Love has always seemed to me 
to be The Top Of The Hill, nowhere further 
to climb. 

One feels passion, absorbing, tempestuous, 
like a whirlwind. One feels sympathy, 
deep, loving, generous. Then there is in- 
fatuation, that magic madness that glorifies 
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everything, and comradeship, by which we 
give and take and share. But Love, Boy, is 
the fusion, the welding of all these things to- 
gether, and so, when you say you are in love 
with me, I answer, give yourself a little more 
time to think it over. Perhaps the lilacs or 
the brocade gown, or the string of pearls 
about my throat, or my little satin slippers 
bewitched you that day, when you asked if 
you could go there with me to the Dream 
House in the forest. 

A man should have three chances, I think. 
The first time he is carried away by his own 
ardour. The second time he feels he must 
make good, but if he comes the third time it's 
safe. 

At Pietro's you asked me for the third 
time, and it's yes. I will mq^rry you if it 
is possible. I will go to Mac and tell him 
everything. Perhaps Grod, not Mac, will 
decide. My life is so like a story book, thai; 
I say to myself as each day closes in, "an- 
other chapter gone to press.** 
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I have been so unhappy these past weeks, 
and when I becMie quite desperate, I 
quieted my soul and quickened my pulse 
with Julius Caesar, and now, having 
emerged from the whirlwind, I write to say 
/ love you. As if you did not know! I feel 
it, as a musician hears his symphony, re- 
verberating in his brain — ^as a sculptor draws 
aside the cloth and beholds the image that 
by the miracle of understanding he has 
wrought from a block of marble. It is my 
only talent • . . loving. I have an infinite 
capacity for it. I was never meant for any- 
thing else, but just that, to sit by the fire, 
and toast the soles of my slippers, and nibble 
scallops ofF a cooky, and be happy and 
adored. 

Grood-night, Boy, I'm hungry for a sight 
of you . . . for a tone of your voice . . . 
the touch of yoiu* hand. I want you so — 
now — now I Then I would not be lonely 
any more, for your mind is big and fiine, and 
you take me into it, and I forget the out- 
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side world, and everything but . . . you. 

Babs. 



June SlsL 

Dear: 

It is a sombre me who is writing to you 
to-night. Mac's last sally into stocks went 
up like a rocket, with an alluring spray of 
gold that vanished, and the stick, when it 
fell, struck home. 

He is game to the end though, and goes 
about as usual.^ One could not help admir- 
ing him if it were in a worthier cause. Cor- 
nelia has crumpled up under the uncertainty 
like a useless accordian. The children ask 
innumerable questions, and go about on tip- 
toe. 

I have begun sorting over the household 
things. Mac won't tell me just how far he 
is involved, but I surmise it is more than a 
little. I wish I could care for him, for I 
want to stand by him now, but I don't care. 
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He is such a bully. He takes so much for 
granted. He is unsympatiietic and unrea- 
sonable. He has known for months that we 
were all going to the wall, yet he hasn't 
drawn in on his extravagances, nor changed 
his mode of living. 

He seems almost to have dared the gods 
to do their worst. I am tired out. I am 
bewildered. 

The Unhappy Girl. 



Dan: 

It is ''The Pit and The Pendulum/' The 
knife swings nearer and nearer. Mac seems 
suddenly to have lost his poise — ^his grasp of 
things. Ground down a little too fine on 
the Social Emery Wheel. A portend of 
disaster is in the air. It is sinister, like a 
sprawling spider battening on fear. Every- 
body's afraid. The servants now begin to 
feel it. To-day the gardener gave notice. 
Even the flowers look a bit sere at the edges, 
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and the bill presenters axe a trifle more per- 
sistent. I am caught up with the storm. 
No suggestions of mine are tolerated. It's 
his afl^air, he says, and he intends to run it 
to the last. He is like a drunken captain 
that knows his channel, but cannot keep to 
it, yet refuses to give up the command. I've 
got beyond the point of tears. I am waiting 
breathless for the crash. It is nearly upon 
us. 

The Japanese butler still opens the door 
with much cerCTiony to the casual visitor, and 
a chef turns out marvels of epicurean art 
from almost nothing, and a French maid 
buttons and unbuttons my frocks that are 
beginning to grow a little shabby. 

Cornelia, imable to stand tfie strain of it 
longer, is planning to depart to some obscure 
town in the south where she can eke out her 
existence on a small quarterly stipend in 
solitary efi^acement. 

Yesterday the gas was turned ofF. To- 
day they discontinued the telephone service. 
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The circle is narrowing. Soon I shall be 
like the boy that stood on the burning deck, 
whence all but him had fled. 

Jacques called inopportunely. We asked 
him to dinner. It was a final feast to the 
gods and oblivion. We were all in the 
library. Jacques stood by the table, glan- 
cing over The Quintessence of Ibsenism. 
He loves Ibsen. He loves life, and he 
knows life. 

"Babs," he said. "Another mood. Tou 
are The Lady of Moods, When Mac 
marries you, he will take imto himself a 
whole harem. It will be diverting to marry 
three thousand, nine hundred and sixty seven 
wives concretely/' 

"Think of managing them all,'' I re- 
sponded laughing. 

"That is easy enough in your case.'* 

"But suppose,*' I suggested, "that the 
three thousand, nine hundred and sixty 
seven rose in rebellion — ^what an interna- 
tional wax there'd be." 
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"In that case you'd have to ring me in for 
a peace conference/* THie butler's obse- 
quious announcement interrupted us. 

We went down to dinner. The table 
was aglow with soft candle light, and a bowl 
of mignonette stood in the centre. The 
silver lay in phalanxes on either side of the 
service plates. Mac, in full evening regalia, 
was an imperturbably suave host. Cornelia, 
pale and silent, sat at the foot of the table. 
Jacques, unaware of the situation, sat op- 
posite me and we exchanged bons mots and 
banalities. 

It was like the rounding out of a story. I 
can't help seeing things from an objective 
angle. They appeal to me dramatically. 
Even at their worst, I have an eye to the 
salient point • • . the beginning or the finish 
of a chapter . . . the turn of the tale. 

You must not believe me more brave than 
I am, just a girl, and the way is uncertain, 
but with one hand in yours . . . and the 
other held fast by the Angel of Courage, I 
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can follow the trail that leads on ... to the 
East, 

Faithfully, 
Babs. 



We are foundering. The waters are 
deep. Seven servants, with wages long due, 
and no money to pay them, and no food in 
the house. If I were running the game, I'd 
sell or pawn enough to pay t^e servants off, 
but Mac is obdurate — immovable. He loves 
objects — ^they are his — ^he will not part with 
them — any of them. Rather he would cheat 
the servants of their wages. 

Sometimes I wonder if I am dreaming. 
But nol a dream could never be 50 intermi- 
nable. 

What is to be the end? A boarding house 
in some country town? A lodging in the 
hills roimd Florence? where one can live on 
next to nothing, and hide one's self, and for- 
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get — forget? For there it is full of colour, 
and sunlight, and moonlight, and happiness, 
if one can but find it. 

The waters here are deep. The way is 
dark, but I have love to help me brave it 
through, and I must brave it through for 
the Kiddies. If I left now, I'd be a coward. 
Mac hasn't the money to provide a govern- 
ess. The sale of the things would not keep 
him from going under. If it were only 
gratitude that boimd me to him, I'd marry 
you and let you pay him back the arrears of 
my indebtedness, as you want to do. But 
it isn't that, Dan, it's the Kiddies. 

Barbara. 



Midniglit — 
July 12th. 

Big Boy of Mine: 

We all went supperless to bed to-night. 
Mac and I went into the library after he got 
home. He opened out a folding table with 
a green felt cover, and spread forth several 
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book catalogues in which he soon became en- 
grossed. 

After the opera season he gives his atten- 
tion to pouring over publisher's supplements. 

His library has increased amazingly in the 
past years. Its hundreds of volumes that 
filled the shelves when I first came, now run 
into thousands, most of them de luxe, and 
very charming. The editions retain their 
worth intact, and I might add, appreciate in 
value, as he seldom takes them down, except 
to exhibit them to some admiring or inquir- 
ing ccMinoisseur, and the pages are still, 
nearly all of them . . . uncut. 

There was a rap at the door. The ser- 
vants stood there an angry righteous mob. 
"We want our money," they demanded. 

Mac smoothed the back of his thin hands. 
He looked the servants over calmly. 

**I have no money,'* he said finally. 

"Then you'd better get some and get 
it quick,'' the butler said, stepping into the 
room. The rest followed. 
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"WeVe served you faithfully, sir. You 
have kept us on with the promise of our 
money. We want it.'* 

*^I don't see that you are so Hadly ofF, 
haven't I fed you for months, and provided 
a roof over your heads? Tou are imreason- 
able. I have no money. How can I give 
it to you if I haven't any?" 

He was parrying for time. 

''Sell these books, sell the rich things in 
the house, sir, and pay us ofF. We're poor 
people. We work hard, and if you don't 
come up with the money, we'll stay right on 
here till you do." 

Mac shifted his position. 

"You are welcome to remain, if you like," 
he said, "I will order no more food. To- 
morrow Miss Kavarre and the children leave 
for the country. I shut up the house. If 
you stay you starve." 

It was final. The servants saw the hope- 
lessness of it. They filed out in voluble 
wrath, threatening the law. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 129 

I took up Kipling's ballades. Mac re- 
sumed his study of the book catalogues. 

"Are your hands dean?" he questioned 
me, glancing out over the pages he was pe- 
rusing. 

"Yes/' I answered. "I try to keep them 
so/' 

*T)id you wash them before or after din- 
ner?" 

"Before dinner." 

"Well, go wash them again if you are 
going to read that book." 

I complied with amused tolerance. 

"Barbara," he continued, "I wish you 
would be more careful in cutting those 
leaves. You are making the edges rough." 

"But I haven't begun yet." 

**Well, I wish you would use another kind 
of paper knife." 

I reached over for a small silver dagger 
that lay on the table. 

"And, Barbara," he persisted. "You 
never should open a book like that. You 
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must first press open the front, and then the 
back, and the leaves alternately, from cover 
to cover, mitil you reach the centre of the 
book« Like this," he explained, taking the 
book out of my hand to show me. "And 
when you are through (he handed it back)» 
rem^nber to return it to the exact place 
you took it from. Sometimes I find the 
volumes out of order. It looks illiterate.*' 

"Mac,** I said, "you have taken the edge 
ofi^ the ballades. I'm quite out of the 
humour for them. I like books I can really 
be friends with, books that fall open at the 
right places. I don't care a rap about the 
tooling or the price. I want to feel that I 
can know them intimately, take them to bed, 
or up to the lake, if I like.'* 

"Well, my books are not in that cate- 
gory," he replied testily. "I don't wish 
them removed from this library." 

"I'll remember," 1 said, as I put the Kip- 
ling carefully back and locked the glass door. 

"Mac," I begged, "won't you put up 
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your catalogues for a little while. I have 
something very important to say to you." 

"I can listen while I read," he answered. 

"But I need your undivided attention." 

"You need a good many things that you 
are not likely to get," he replied. 

"Mac," I said, "this is gravely serious. 
IVe found The Boy, The Dream Boy I 
once told you of. I want to talk to you 
ahout him." 

"Are you crazy?" he asked. 

"No, not that I am aware of." 

He pushed the catalogue aside. "Who 
is he?" he demanded savagely, coming over 
and holding my arms in a grip of steel. 
"Who is it then?" 

"Dan Calderwood," I replied. 

"Why, youVe only seen the man two or 
three times! It's incredible! preposterous!" 
He rose menacingly, and took hold of me 
again roughly. 

"Don't," I said. "You hurt." 

He relaxed his grip. "Now out with the 
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trutti," he said. "Have you Been meeting 
him secretly r* 

"No/' 

"Then how has this jsome about?" 

"By letters." 

"He's been writing to you has he?" 

"No — ^IVe been writing to him. IVe 
Been writing steadily for about a year." 

"Whatl to a man you did not know?" 

"Yes." 

"You must be crazy." 

"It does sound unusual, I'll admit." 

"Unbelievable! that the girl who is to be 
my wife could do such a thing." 

"I suppose it ends our relations," I said, 
turning the paper-cutter idly in my fingers. 

*T!t does nothing of the sort," he replied 
hurriedly. "You're engaged to me and I 
mean to hold you to it. IVe supported you 
for years and it would be the basest ingrati- 
tude for you to desert us all now. You see 
what a devil of a hole I am in — ^no money, 
eversrthing gone to smash, and the children 
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stranded. Yet you're ready to cut the 
whole bunch for a man you scarcely know, 
and I suppose you expect me to calmly stand 
by, and let him walk off with you. Well, 
I won't r 

"Surely you would not want to marry a 
woman who loved some one else," I pro- 
tested. **Besides I no longer respect you. 
I was in the room, you remember, when you 
turned off the servants. I couldn't marry a 
man like that. Dan Calderwood will pay 
you back all the money you have spent on 
me. Let me take the children and go to 
him, and keep them until you get on your 
feet again." 

He went white with rage. **You are en- 
gaged to me, do your hear? You'll do as I 
say. If love does not bind you, then grati- 
tude mustr' 

I got up dizzily. 

**The packing's to be done. We leave 
here as soon as you can make arrangements. 
Do you understand?" 

**Yes," I said. 
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PART III 

IN WHICH IS FOUND THE HOUSE OF DBEAMS 

^^And rare desires and memories and fears. 

And dreams as radiant as tears 

Are woven in the frieze and tapestries/* 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Riverhead^ L. I.^ 

July 22nd, 

DAN': 
Through the storm I After the ser- 
vants left, I stood by the sinking ship, and 
drew the blinds, and swept the floors, 
and tubbed the children, and pretended it 
was just a game, and the work a Giant that 
I wrestle with. And the children drew 
close and loved me. 

Mac rose early each day, for the first time 
in his life, but like the canny little pig of the 
Shanklin Fair, I was always up before him, 
with the kettle bubbling merrily, and his 
breakfast ready. 

After he had gone. Sir Gawaine, Ed 
Baby and I had our breakfast in the kitchen. 
Mac forbade us the dining-room. It made 
the place common, for the children to eat 
there, he said, besides they would ruin the 
furniture. He intended to sell it at auction. 

137 



Digitized by 



Google 



138 THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 

So we spread a cloth on the table in the 
kitchen, and Sir Gawaine helped himself to 
milk out of a bottle, and nibbled crackers, 
and apples, and bolted his rations. And Kid 
Baby inverted a little basket, which she stood 
on a chair and climbed up on, her fluffy 
skirts sticking out adorably, and her ribbon 
bow bobbing this way and that, as she turned 
her head trying always to keep me in view. 
Every meal was a picnic. So we wrestled 
with the Giant and things went serenely until 
the Blair's drain pipe broke. (The Blairs 
live next door, you know) and the yellow 
clay water oozed enticing rivulets, in which 
the juvenility of the neighbourhood played, 
waded and wallowed to their infinite satis- 
faction, and The Wash came creeping in on 
all fours and threatened an inundation, till it 
looked as if the Giant had the best of me. 

Then the Blairs sent over their portly 
maid to help — good stolid Primina, late 
from Italy, whom I accepted gladly in the 
spirit she was offered, as I did the fat little 
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roasted chicken, and jelly tarts and fresh 
strawherries I found reposmg on my kitchen 
table. And the flowers came in as though 
it were a Coming Out instead of a Going 
Out party, huge bunches of them sweet and 
redolent of good will. After all, a crash 
isn't so bad, for in it one finds beautiful un- 
dreamed of things. 

The packing took up much time, and the 
sorting, and lengthy inventories. The chil- 
dren were left to amuse themselves. Sir 
Gawaine preferred out of doors for his 
stamping ground, and Kid Baby stayed by 
me and helped. She flooded the bathtub 
and dumped in the accumulated week's 
wash and fell in after it, and went around 
after me with a pocket handkerchief dust 
cloth, putting an added touch to my spas- 
modic house-cleanings that made the task 
wonderfully lighter. 

An unforgettable week, in which I flrst 
grappled with poverty; in which the days 
dragged slowly into nights, and the nights 
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into days again. In which I found the 
sweetness that the human heart gives forth 
in time of trouble, while I held a stiff upper 
lip, and entertained the sheriff in the morn- 
ing and Mrs. Potter Tracy in the afternoon. 

Mac's pride was brought down to the 
dust. He could not bear the distress of it; 
— the deserted house, the unkempt lawn, 
the creditors at the doorbell. So he packed 
us all off one morning, two trunks, a dress 
suit case, a grip, Sir Gawaine, Kid Baby 
and me, with a borrowed ten dollar bill, to 
this remote town on Long Island, far away 
from everything. 

Cornelia went South. My mission was to 
stay at the hotel over night, and my quest 
was a cheap boarding house where one could 
live next to nature on next to nothing. 

That evening we marched into the dining- 
room of the town's chief hostel, and sat in 
three chairs in a row, and looked up and 
down the long table flanked on either side 
by human beings. 
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"There's been a terrible accident," Sir 
Gawaine announced, as h^ unfolded his naji- 
kin. 

Everybody looked startled. 

"Two freight trains hit each other in 
South America, and six people were killed. 
I heard a man say so/' 

Everybody looked relieved. 

"Is this our home?'' he asked nervously. 

"I don't like it here," Kid Baby plain- 
tively waQed. "Why are there so many 
people round?" 

At this opportune moment, a maid 
passed her some cucumber salad. 

"Thank you so dearly," she said, recover- 
ing her usual sweetness, and distributing the 
vari-coloured green discs all over herself and 
the floor. 

I interrupted. "Can't I have some of 
everything there is on the table? I's so 
hungry, and I want to eat with my knife, 
like that man," she clearly indicated which 
one. 
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Everybody laughed, from the spinster 
with the gold spectacles and a brooch, who 
graced the head of the table, to the frazzle 
moustached drummer at the foot. Every- 
body except the minister's wife, a blameless, 
bilious woman, with good intentions and no 
tact. 

Kid Baby was charmed with her un- 
guessed power to entertain, and kept up a 
monologue that was amazingly funny, while 
on my other side. Sir Gawaine, unmindful 
of it all, munched steadily looking plate- 
ward, his mind on the viands he was dispos- 
ing of in my preoccupation. 

Kid Baby helped herself to some milk, 
unawares, and deposited most of it in the 
lap of the minister's wife who sat next to 
her. That lady rose stiffly from her chair 
and departed. 

"Good-bye, Devil Fish/' Kid Baby said 
respectfully. Another word she had picked 
up somewhere. 

"Waves of righteous emotion passed over 
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me to hear that Godless child" . • . I over- 
heard her telling some one in the dingy hall, 
as we were going out. 

Sir Gawaine overheard it too. "What 
are waves of emotion?" he inquired at once. 
"Can I swim in them when I grow up?" I 
shook my head to make him hush. He took 
it for a negative answer. " Well, anyway, 
if I can't swim, I'll dog-paddle in them." 

I pulled him along hurriedly, past the 
mottoed room of the incensed philanthro- 
pist, out into the street. 

We walked for hours in search of a 
hoarding house. The cheap ones were full 
... the expensive ones did not take chil- 
dren. 

"Nohody seems to want us," Sir Gawaine 
said forlornly. "Let's go home." But we 
kept on. Kid Baby, nothing daunted, flut- 
tered in at the villager's gates, and gra- 
ciously wished them good evening, and sur- 
prised the old ladies taking their cat naps, 
into a God-bless-you-my-child state of mind. 
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Sir Gawaine, in desperation, picked up a 
tin cover from the gutter, and dragged it 
languidly along the fence palings, and over 
stone copings. The road stretched out in- 
terminably into a vanishing, dusty perspec- 
tive. 

*"!£ this road leads to the devil," he said 
thoughtfully, "what a fix we'll be in, but if 
it leads to God, why I suppose we'll be glad 
we came." 

A high bank of sand loomed to our right. 
He brightened visibly. 

"Can we come and play in the sand to- 
morrow?" he asked. 

**That's not sand," Kid Baby; expostu- 
lated. "That's a mountain 1" 

Then we laughed. After all, perhaps 
my biggest mountain is only sand, and the 
Sand Pile Lady will come and say to me, 
"Play, play child; fill your pafl to the full, 
and dig, dig for happiness." 

Our route was a circuitous one, which 
brought us back to the hotel, where we 
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climbed tiredly up the stairs, while round 
about us 

^'The shadow of the balusters. 

The shadow of the lamp. 

The shadow of the child that goes to bed. 

All the wicked shadows coming tramp, 

tramp, tramp. 
With the black night overhead/' 

and covering the babies up with a scrap of 
blanket, I kissed them, and knelt down and 
said a prayer I learned long, long ago, be- 
fore I knew what shadows were. Good 
iMght, good night, big Boy of mine, 

THE GIBL WHO LOVES YOU. 



Briarwild^ 
Old New London Road. 

Boy: 

Jacques found it for us, this five room 
house, rough it is true, but a shelter for us. 
A little brown house, like the Three Bears 
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had, where we eat our bowls full of porridge, 
and sit in our comfortable chairs, the great 
big chair J the middle sized chair, and the 
little wee chair, and at night tumble happy 
into bed. 

Mac's indomitable will and a small 
weekly remittance are all that bind me to 
him. Now we are on Poverty Street, but I 
don't mind being poor. I love it! It re- 
duces the complications of life, and throws 
one back on personality to win out. The 
simple things — ^^a loaf of bread, a jug of 
wine/^ 

The jug on my table does not hold wine, 
but field flowers. Black Eyed Susans and 
Queen Elizabeth's Lace, otherwise known 
as Wild Carrot. It spurs me on to mighty 
things, so I don my apron and get out my 
yellow bowl, and my little sifter, and a big 
spoon, and mix up cake or light biscuit, 
which I bake in a real oven, and somehow 
I feel like a princess in a fairy story. All 
the rest of my life has vanished into thin air. 
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Graycroft is but a memory. The children 
that once romped through it are safe in bed, 
tucked in between clean sheets and ample 
blankets. My little clock tick tocks away 
steadily. Outside where the branches part, 
I have a glimpse of the river, crimson 
streaked, and calm, and overhead the clouds 
are full of twilight colour. 

A rocky path leads from my door-step to 
the water's edge, where a canoe is moored 
. . . a white canoe, long and lithe and be- 
guiling. I love it here in this primitive 
spot, among the hills of Connecticut, with 
their woods and their well-groomed farms, 
and stone fences running every which way. 

Come, take a tramp over the hills with 
me. I know where a palace is of moss- 
grown rock, that the cactus guards; and 
Bayberry Bluff, where the bayberries live, 
and the sun beats down; and a thousand 
year old oak tree, built for a King. And 
beyond is a field of golden-rod, — summer 
golden-rod, with waving plumes, and the 
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river trails peacefully along far below, and 
a beaten path unwinds where the wait-a-bit 
briar catches my skirt as I hurry home. 

Inside, the place is crudely comfortable. 
A coudi banked with pillows bids me rest 
when I am tired. A hammock swings in- 
vitingly on the veranda. It is so secluded, 
my veranda, that at night I slip down there 
with my steamer rug, and look out over the 
cool, dark expanse, and hope — ^hope — al- 
ways hope. I look to the . • . East, to the 
. . . East, where the sun is sure to rise 
again. Babs. 

P. S. I love you so. 

The Cottage. 

Big Boy I 

J am happy here in this rough little house. 
It is up in the tree tops, and when the wind 
blows, the branches tap, tap at my window. 
When the wind grows wild, they moan and 
sway, and tell their secrets to the storm, for 
they know! many things. 
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Next week I shall be happier still. 
Peter is coming to me. He will stand in 
the comer and watch me as he used to. 
He'll tick tick his disapproval of the ice 
chest being in the living room, and the fat 
drum stove hob nobbing with the butter 
churn that is filled with posies; the unplaned 
shelves on which my books stand in a row. 
Yours are all together like a company on 
parade. 

Peter will shake his pendulum at the sun- 
light sifting in through the uneven clap- 
boards, and the disarray of toys in the only 
best room, for he has been brought up an 
aristocrat, and I am afraid will scorn this 
humble spot. 

I am glad to be away from Mac's mind 
that cowed me, that always seemed like the 
lash of a whip, goading on me, until my 
soul smothered. The next time you are out 
to supper informally, watch your hostess 
making tea. Mac's mind was the tea-cozy 
that settled down over my spirit, so that 
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none of my personality might escape. 

But this is freedom, Dan, and when Peter 
comes it will be almost home, but never 
quite that without you. At present Peter 
is in storage. Such a humility 1 to rub his 
hickory elbows with the staves of barrels, 
and spindle-legged chairs and tables that 
are homeless like himself, and funny old 
sofas and bureaus and things that one pon- 
ders over and wonders about. Who knows 
their old associations, or why they were 
kept? That worn sofa! Did it burst its 
haircloth heart from loneliness and recollec- 
tions? 

Maybe while you and I sleep, the furni- 
ture in the storage house holds revel. At 
midnight, perhaps, the barrels climb down 
one from the top of the other, and empty 
their rare china along the table tops. The 
chairs disentangle themselves and gather 
close about the board. The trunks, 
weatherworn and strapped, empty out their 
contents of old love letters, and the moon- 
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light filters in and writes down in shadow 
language the forgotten stories, the ro- 
mances that lived boxed up in the ware- 
house . . . because of so many things. 
Why even Peter could tell a story if he 
would. 

Good-night to you. I can hear the 
branches tap-tapping at my bedroom win- 
dow. I must nm up and tuck the Kiddies 
in. Do you know, I love to tuck the Kid- 
dies in better than anything else in the 
world. They are so little and trusting, and 
dependent on me. 

Big Boy, I wish I could see you to-night, 
and fling my arms about your neck and love 
you. 

Just your 
Babbaba. 



Dearest: 

For the last time I have taken the chil- 
dren down to Graycroft. It was a tragic 
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thing to see it divested; publicly court- 
martialed, like Captain Dreyfus, and 
stripped of its honours. Dealers were there, 
creditors were there, treading boldly 
through the house that had once been a place 
of hospitality to The Invited. 

One by one I saw the household gods 
knocked down to the highest bidder. The 
Italian hall settle went first. It had in 
times long ^one, graced the chapel of a 
monastery. Its rich carving and sensuous 
lines may have inspired in the mind of some 
monk, the desire to be in a world from which 
such lovely things came. Its deep shelter, 
perhaps, has hidden the anguish of souls, or 
Keen a confessional of silent prayer, when 
some grim visaged monk fought out the 
battle of the flesh against the spirit, his cross 
the sword that led him to victory. 

The Spanish doors went next. Their 
escutcheons of crowns showing them to be 
of noble origin. Another such regal pair of 
doors I never saw. Brown wood of price- 
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less oak, that had grown old with tune itself, 
and now found a place in our dining halL 
Many's the dinner I have sat out alone in the 
great room and looked across the table to 
those doors. 

I imagined them opening, and a gracious 
woman stepping forth, and behind her a 
grandee with his cloak and plumed hat. 
Again they would swing apart for a royal 
procession, and I used to imagine I could 
hear the music beyond. And all the while 
Nagi, the noiseless butler would stand near 
by like a graven image, while I sipped my 
broth, or trifled with the entree, wishing the 
floor would open up and swallow him, while 
I cut myself a big slice of brown bread on 
the pantry shelf, and spread it thick with 
butter and sugar. 

Even my wedding chest was put up to be 
bid upon (empty of its contents of course) , 
and I watched it go without flinching, for it 
seemed one link less to bind me to Mac. 
He felt it all keenly. He loved the things. 
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They represented to him position and lux- 
ury, that had been easily gained and easily 
lost, but the losing hurt. To me it was all a 
release from bondage, for my heart had 
never been there among those beautiful 
things except as a stranger. 

After the dealers decamped, the creditors 
swept the house of the last vestage of furni- 
ture. Nightfall came and we were worn 
out, and nowhere to sleep. Jacques had 
f orseen the end of the day, and had come up 
from the shore, and opened his own home for 
us. 

We were sitting forlornly on the front 
steps when he walked up the path and 
handed the keys over to me without a word. 

I took the children over there. You know 
the hush of an unused house • . • the 
ghostly stillness. It greeted us as we 
crossed the threshold, it bowed to us mock- 
ingly as we stepped into the living room. 
There, as she had left it, was Julianna's gar- 
den hat spread out on the Morris chair. 
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The place had a faint suggestion of 
cigarette smoke. The trail of it led me to 
the dining-room where I found that Jacques, 
in clumsy man fashion, had set the table for 
three, with the best of everything he had. 
There was a cold roast, cooked by himself, 
to save me the trouble, and there were berries 
and cream, spongecake and nuts, and a 
bunch of flowers. 

It touched me deeply that he should have 
done this. Afterward we went upstairs to 
freshly made beds. It was all so sweet. 
Everywhere one looked and everywhere one 
went it was home. After I had blown out 
the candle, I relighted it, and sat there with 
my chin in my hand for ever so long, just 
dreaming. 

I got Peter out of storage on my way 
back. To-night he is here at the cottage, 
ticking away steadily like a sentinel by the 
door. Dear Peter I Dear you! 

The GntL. 
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The Cottage. 

I have succeeded in securing a benign ca- 
pable woman to help me, for the munificent 
sum of fifteen dollars a month. What does 
she do? Everything except the ironing. 
Rheumatism forbids, so in order that my 
penm'es may go further, I havQ learned the 
useful art. Can you not see me at my 
board sprinkling white linefl, and making 
the starchy frills tractable? 

I have Such impossible clothes for a poor 
person. A fugitive laundry bill stares me 
in the face whenever I put on a hand em- 
broidered piqu6 or a ruffled petticoat with 
flounces I can't master. 

Here I wear a dark blue sailor suit wit^ 
a wide turnover collar, and my hair becom- 
ingly coiffed, for even if one is poor, one 
must be pretty. It is the eleventh com- 
mandment. 

Your letter was so dear. Sometimes, 
Boy, dreains come true, and your dream was 
wonderful. 
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I was not frightened by it, ah no I I just 
wanted you, even as you did me. To-night 
is beautiful, velvety black, with the moon 
coming up slowly over the river. It makes 
me long for you. To have you take me in 
your arms ... to feel your kisses on my 
lips. Now I know why I was created . . • 
for you to love. 

It is ten o'clock. Taps are sounding 
from the further shore, where a marine corps 
is stationed. There's a canoe at the foot of 
my garden. Come, paddle me over there 
and we'll glide silently by. A sentry paces 
up and down, for it is growing late, and the 
white canoe will look like a phantom to him. 
Then let it drift. Boy, whither it will, into 
the darkness of the wooded shore, . . . out 
with the tide on the river. Dreams, dreams, 
always dreams. 

In the mail with yours was a letter from 
Mac, informing me he had docked my allow- 
ance ten dollars a week. That is why I 
have not written. IVe been working out A 
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new scale of things. But Simon says 
"Thumbs up/' so I have courage and play 
the game. 

Babs. 

Boy dear: 

I am stUl in the saddle financially, but not 
taking many hurdles. Shall stick on 
until I am thrown. The money drifts in 
sporadically. I love the little dollar bills 
that come to keep me company for a space. 
All things are fleeting, especially dollar bills. 

I'd just like to see a few gold coins with 
Indian heads and eagles screaming all over 
them. Sometimes I think money is almost 
as good as loving kindness; it weathers so 
much and is so helpful, but not as abiding 
perhaps. 

I was a bit frightened by the vehemence 
of your last letter. You must not come, 
you simply must not come! I promised 
Mac I would not see you alone here ^diile 
I was bound to him, and that I would not 
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put myself under money obligation to you, 
I am so fettered by the long procession of 
clothes and inanimate things he has given 
me. Just think, for instance, of the boots 
alone that would stretch across the years, 
and the education and the bread and butter 
I have received at his hands . . . but he is 
a tyrant! 

He has a strange influence over me. It 
is his imyielding, masterful will, I suppose, 
and now, since you have come into my life, 
he is tight-hearted and revengeful. A very 
Shylock with his poimd of flesh! for he 
knows that I will not leave while the children 
need me. 

Cornelia is like One of those prehistoric 
animals with no vertebrae. She can't do 
this, and she won't do that. She is utterly 
useless to herself or to anybody else, a 
washed-out pastel of a woman. It leaves me 
in a tight place, where I shall have to stay 
until a change blows in to release me. 
There is no compromise in right or wrong. 
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and my duty, as I see it, is here with Bruce 
and Betty. If our dream house ever comes, 
I want to feel that I have been worthy of it* 

IVe a big brass bowl for that same house, 
dear. It is on my work table now, filled 
with yellow roses. When one looks at them, 
one must needs forget such things as heart 
aches. .And when life looms up big and ter- 
rifjong, I just sniff the roses, and stamp my 
foot, and say, "Who's afraid I" 

Someday when things are worked out to 
their right endings, we shall be better able to 
imderstand. You know, dear, the old say- 
ing, ^'Nothing that is to he, can he, until the 
fvlness of timeJ' Then we shall right the 
wrongs, and carry our little test tubes about 
with us, that we may know the alchemy of 
perfect happiness when we find it. My test 
tube only registers you. It won't go any 
higher or any lower than just you, yet I am 
not happy • • . not quite. 

You Know Who. 
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The Cottage. 

Dan: 

You dear thing! to send me all those gold 
pieces. As if I could take them. I know 
you are simply seething with indignation, 
and I should like to spend your money, I 
really should. It would give me such pleas- 
ure to count the change, and feel that you 
had earned each penny, my Army Engineer, 
and I only wish I might use it, dear, but I 
am sending it back of course, and the eagles 
are screaming their little heads off in disap- 
pointment. 

I love you for sending it, and for wanting 
to come, and champing at the bit that keeps 
you away from me. Can't you see how hard 
it is for me to hold out against you? You 
impatient, demanding lover? But I must, 
for the fulness of time is not yet. Always I 
think of you, always I remember the warm 
clasp of your hand, the bigness of your heart, 
the goodness of your soul. 

The Little Chap. 
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The CotUge. 
Boy: 

Sometimes I feel so insignificant and help- 
less, I don't a bit know where to find my- 
self; I seem just floating in space • • • lost. 

Soon the roadsides will be crowded with 
the autumn blue of asters, that have been 
biding their turn to bloom, and my heart, 
too, will stir with the steady march of things. 
Perpetual motion and change. It is the 
war-cry of the universe, and we all answer to 
it in relative degrees. Nature, and himoan 
nature, the littleness and the bigness of us, 
and life to wrestle with. Some need a seven 
edged sword, and others but a sling. 

Trite, daily things that must be done; dif- 
ficulties that but make us more patient for 
their coming, and incidentally take from us 
our good looks and buoyancy. 

When I glance in the mirror, I say 
solemnly, **Come ye trouble and pain and 
what not; step right inside, and do your best 
or your worst, but leave me a throat that is 
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round and white, and a f onn that is not $ 
discouragement to the gods/' 

I am feeling a bit unsocial to-nighi • • • i 
bit blue. I am wanting you so much it 
crowds out everything else. I would like to 
be a little bun rabbit and burrow down deep 
in a hole, where nobody could see me. I*m 
so tired of it all, Dan. 

I have imwavering appreciation for the 
achievers of things, the conquerors, the 
world-makers. They stand out as a rebuke 
to me who seem so helpless in initiative. Do 
I salve my conscience, when I argue that I 
am tied by gratitude or duty? Or is it that 
I am not a fighter like you and the rest? 
Who can say? To-night I am tired, tired, 
tired, and the retina of my brain throws out 
pictures in my mind, so that I clearly see 
things in form and colour ... a siramier 
sunset, and the dark branches of the trees 
reflected in a pool of water; an urchin fish- 
ing, when the line suddenly and quite natu- 
rally, breaks up into a string of pearls that 
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catch the last rays of the sun, and thereby 
turn into opals. It's a curious trick of my 
mind. 

Thank you, dear, for all the things you so 
generously keep sending me. I love to be 
under obligations to you, for it gives me the 
right to do something for you in return, so 
that you will always leave the latch-key of 
your heart out on a peg for me, lest I come. 

We are just each other's, yet separated by 
an admixture of fate, and Mac's jealous vin- 
dictiveness. I am in a rebellious mood, and 
duty would seem too objectionable a tyrant 
were I to see you or to hear your voice. 
You influence me. Your presence, your 
least word. Therq is something vibratory 
about me that responds to something vibi*a- 
tory in you. If I decide finally as you wish, 
I want it to be of my own accord, deliber- 
ately, irrevocably, not a matter of impulse, 
but of cold reasoning. A woman has so 
little power to weigh the pros and cons judi- 
cially. She has intuition, rathel*. Well, 
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after all, isn't intuition a sort of chain-light- 
ning logic? 

You are going into Camp soon. You 
love a military life. Your father, who was 
a general, loved it before you. The pomp 
and ceremony fires the blood. For me too, 
a temple and a tent, for prayer, — for rest. 



The Cottage. 

Beat Belovedeat: 

To get away from myself, I have under- 
taken a minister's family. He is an im- 
pecunious person, with the adjunct of an in- 
valid wife and six children; no servant to 
lighten the labour of things. Single life 
seems indeed blessed by comparison. 

Josiah Pottle. Can you not see him, with 
his stooped, lank body, formless raiment, and 
numbered grey locks that have a sleek mois- 
ture? Mrs. Pottle is an indefinite, hopeless 
creatiu'e, who suggests the constant warring 
of human nature against the trials that are 
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kid upon it. The little Pottles are an as- 
sorted lot. 

Their house is chaotic. I am trying to 
straighten it up. I cheer the old lady with 
bits of philosophy, like chunks of meat, on 
the end of a string, that she clutches intp 
crab-like. 

I take them jellies and gingerbread, roast 
mutton, and consolation. I even wrote last 
Sunday's sermon on The Three Essentials, 
honesty, warmheartedness, control, the 
soul's triune. They are like the primary 
colours. Out of the several blendings of 
them come all things worth while. 

The emotionalism of church service en- 
thralls me. I love the dimness, the stained- 
glass saints looking down upon me; the or- 
gan, and surpliced choir; the cross-bearer 
with his slow tread and symbolic burden, and 
the processional hynm that swells to the 
vaulted roof and comes back to hush my 
heart. 

To-day I have been busy writing next 
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week's sermon. It is on Power, the thing 
I seem most to lack. My parson man is ill, 
and the doctor says he will not be up by 
Smiday, so I shall turn preacher, and give 
the coimtryside my theories on religion. I 
wish it might be out of doors, instead of in 
the stuffy church, and flung to the birds 
instead of to the staid parishioners. The 
birds would know enough to fly away if they 
got bored, but the parishioners . . • never I 

By keeping busy I forget my perplexities, 
and fight off^ blue devils. I think of busy 
you, who keeps so equalized, and meet so 
much bravely. It has been a big thing to 
have you in my life. Sometimes I wonder 
just what this life of mine would have been 
without you, and only the fifty-rdne proposi- 
tions of Spinoza to go by. 

One reaches so many cross-roads, and 
one's wayfaring is determined by so many 
things, but always I believe that the gods 
are at the turning point, don't you? 

Life, they say, is as we make it. I know 



Digitized by 



Google 



168 THE GOLDEN HOLLOW 

some fat, pompous, well-fed egotist origi- 
nated that, after dining on burgundy and 
beef. Isn't it, rather, as we take it? And 
may I be devoutly grateful that I did not 
take mine with a Josiah Pottle and six little 
Pottles in a remote country parsonage. 

Life is perplexing, but most interesting. 
I am no longer a wistful on-looker, but right 
in the game, smiling and scrapping, doubt- 
ing and trusting, like the rest. 

Babs. 



Dan: 

I preached it! the sermon, and the congre- 
gation took it beautifully. I told them to 
make Grod a personal friend, and to love 
their neighbours. That love was the great- 
est power; with it one was master, without 
it, a slave* I talked for twenty solid 
minutes. 

I said something about our work counting 
for nothing unless it were the outgrowth of 
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righteousness, because at the last, all that 
wUl be asked is, "What have you done with 
the soul that was given into your keep- 
ingr 

What we win by doing our rightest is ours 
for all time, and we should not grieve for 
the things that we cannot hold in that way. 
Wrong, often holds for awhile, but in the 
end it is separating and an impediment; the 
dropped stitch that one always has to go 
back and pick up. 

I told them just to believe, and to make 
their lives square with their ideals. That 
each one should be a wireless station for right 
thinking and a motor force for right doing. 
That each one had the power of control in 
himself, and should use it. 

Power. It is the heart of the child and 
ihe mind of the man, '^for as the man is, so 
is his strength/^ I told them to build their 
plans in their brains, and then work toward 
the completion of them. Take a railroad 
engineer, for instance, he sees miles of 
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gleaming tracks in his brain before he ac- 
tually comes to laying them. 

When a mountain looms across the line of 
survey, he does not give up his plans; he 
does not turn to the pursuit of agriculture 
or the study of the law, or to any other new 
vocation to solve the difficulty. He tunnels! 
and straight through and beyond the moun- 
tain, the tracks that first were laid in his 
mind, stretch out to form the arteries of a 
civilization. 

You must timnel for me, Dan. I*m your 
new engineering problem. Takes a heap of 
longing and planning for this little rail- 
road. 

Life is a battle of reconnaissance and ad- 
justment, isn't it? You helped me work it 
out more than any one else ever did. Do 
you remember telling me that a general 
never led his forces into an encampment 
without first sending out scouts and sur- 
veyors, who accoimted on a miniature map, 
drawn to scale, the marshes and difficulties 
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that obstructed, so that out of his under- 
standing of the conditions, the tents of the 
Army were pitched in safety? 

Our tents are pitched too, Dan. Inac- 
tion now, but I'm sure you are like a war 
horse pawing the air for battle, and a chance 
to win me from the enemy. Here's hoping I 
The bread . . • I forgot it, and can smell 
crusts burning. 

Hastily, 
Babs. 

P. S. One of the great regrets of my life 
is, that I haven't two sets of brains, so that 
I could reopen the ancient Greek sar- 
cophagus of my soul to you with one, and 
follow the different stages of bread baking 
with the other. 

They were such inoffensive, trig, little 
loaves, cut off from existence without even 
a chance! They are now my three blackest 
sins. 
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-Boy.** 

The room is banked with flowers and 
branches, and looks like a veritable garden 
of Eden, only there's no serpent, not the 
least little bit of a sting. 

Bruce accidentally overturned the can of 
kerosene, for my blue flame burner, so I had 
to get the breakfast on the chafing dish. It 
consisted of oatmeal and biscuit and honey. 
We all gulped down the oatmeal and took 
>a bite of biscuit quick. 
^ By some oversight, I left out the salt, and 
while some added afterward made it a trifle 
better, the oatmeal did not reach par. 
Bruce jumped into the breach with an anec- 
dote about a king who wanted to test the 
love of his three daughters. 

One said she loved him as mucE as dia- 
monds, another as much as rubies, and the 
littlest princess said she loved him as much 
as salt. At this the King was exceeding 
wroth, and ordered her put on bread and 
water for a week. 
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Then the little princess took the King's 
cook into her confidence and that night the 
royal supper was served without any salt, 
and consequently had no savour. 

The King discharged his cook, and the 
princess hearing of this, begged a hearing 
before his majesty, and told him what she 
had done. He kissed her and bade the cook 
remain. 

"Of all my children, I believe you love 
me best," he said, 

Betty put down her spoon and rapped 
attention on the table. "I will make you up 
a story,'* die said, not to be outdone by 
Bruce. 

"Once upon a time, there was a King who 
had crimps on his face, and he lived with a 
beautiful lady by the name of Agnes. One 
morning she came running to him with a 
chafing dish full of mush in her hand, and 
she stubbed her toe and fell down and killed 
her. 

" *Dear me I' said the King, and he was 
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so sorry, that he went right off and married 
another beautiful lady by the name of Agnes, 
and took her away on his horse to a solid 
gold castle, where they lived happy ever 
after/' 

She looked for our approval. Brue^ 
thought it was a funny, crazy story, but I 
wasn't so sure. 

I'm in a cheerful mood to-day. I always 
try to keep outwardly so at least, for the 
children's sake, that I may not distiu-b their 
belief that I am little less than a princess, 
and little more than a kid. 

Often Betty says to me in complete com- 
radeship. "Now, Cousin Babs, let's pre- 
tend we are grown up." She is sitting by 
me in her clean, starched pinafore, nibbling 
a piece of cake. 

She blew in upon me with a posy, and 
begged a kiss in exchange. Her nose 
wrinkled up in an ecstatic sniff. 

"It's in the oven," I said, "with sugar and 
spice, and everyihing nice." 
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"For me? Am I to have some?" I pre- 
tended not to hear. 

"Am I not or am I are?" she queried 
sweetly. 

"You areT' I said, and cut her a big slice. 
I was brought up strictly without it, but why 
live a few years longer by abstaining, if 
there's no joy in the living? 

"Cake! and bunches of itl" say I. 

Babs. 



The Cottage. 

•Dearest: 

Your last letter is open before me, with 
the check "to defray travelling expenses," 
you say, and won't I come down to Camp? 
You think I need a change. Shut your eyes 
tight and I'll whisper something. IVe a 
love of a frock that I want you to see. I 
adore brass bands and brass buttons, and I'm 
going to snatch twenty-f oiu* hours right out 
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of this sober old world, and go to you, for 
one golden day that shall be ours. 

The Kiddies can be left with my house- 
keeper, m come early, in time for Guard 
Mount, and stay until Taps. As soon as 
my suit case is picked, I will telegraph you 
which train to meet. Captain Dan Calder- 
wood, soon I shall see you in uniform on that 
fire-brand steed Corsair, they have detailed 
to you. 

Babs. 



Boy: 

That the world could hold such happiness I 
To spend a day in Camp with you. To sit 
in your tent in Officer's Row on Dead Easy 
Street and watch target practice and the 
crowds in gay attire and the troops at drill, 
while beyond, the mountains rose, out of the 
mist, undulating and round as a woman's 
breast, and nearby the military band, and the 
steady tramp of a regiment. 
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God bless the Army, Dan. It stands for 
so mucL Concentration, unity, courage, 
loyalty, government. 

How i loved itl being there, but best of 
all, those moments in your tent apart from 
the rest. 

Boy, you work like a master . . . play 
like a pagan • • • and love like a prince. 

I am scribbling this on the train. Were 
it not for the lights and the people, I would 
stretch out my arms to you to come to them, 
for they ache so with emptiness. 

Onei copyright day. Our day together 
I shall never forget you as you rode away in 
time for Taps. Did you catch the kiss I 
sent speeding after you in the darkness? I 
stood by the balcony rail of the old Inn, 
watching you until you were out of sight, 
and long after that I listened to the sound of 
a horse's hoofs galloping down the dis- 
tance. 

Little by little my resolutions are slipping 
away from me. Duty grins hideously. I'd 
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like to strangle it, but this conscience of mine 
proves a traitor to my desires. 

Will I or will I not win out? . . . risk 
the Great Adventure? Is my will stronger 
than circumstances • • • than the right as 
I see it? 

The paths are apart. Boy, but so too are 
the basic lines of Gothic architecture that 
meet to form the arching walls of great 
cathedrals. 

It's twilight now in Dead Easy Street, 
and I've but to close my eyes to see the 
Camp again, and the mist on the mountain 
tops • • . a tent • • • and you. Boy, sitting 
next to me. 

With all my love, 

Babbaba. 



Dear: 

I stopped over in New York to see the 
Coronation moving pictures in their natural 
colours. They were superb. My happi- 
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ness would have been complete if you had 
been there next to me in the darkness, and 
I could have slipped my hand into yours, 
while together we watched the King review 
his troops. 

Such soldiering, such magnificence of uni- 
form, as they passed by, life size and real as 
life; the company made famous by Tenny- 
son's ''Charge of the Light Brigade f' The 
Irish Fusiliers, The Fourth Hussars. 
The Queen's own Highlanders. The Ninth 
and Sixteenth Lancers in their scarlet and 
gold. The Royal Horse-Guard Blue. In 
the cavalry parade, they rode coal black 
horses eighteen hands high and over, with 
flaming red saddle-cloths. 

There was also Lord Roberts, and Batch- 
ener, and half a hundred Indians who repre- 
sented the chiefs of the Hill Tribes; exceed- 
ingly picturesque, and dangerous looking. 
I saw the Coronation procession, and Royal 
Coach of gold and glass, and the Lord 
Mayor presenting G^eorge Fifth with the il- 
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lustrious sword that admitted him within the 
dty gates at Temple Bar, 

There were a hmidred thousand soldiers 
on review. Solid walls of them lined the 
streets for the procession to pass between, 
and the parks were tented with them. 

Then came the world's big Watch Dogs, 
the gun boats that covered twelve square 
miles at Spithead, and oiu* own beautiful 
battleship Delaware, and the Royal yacht, 
with its three slanting flag staffs, and two 
cream coloiu* smoke stacks. 

I sat there in my balcony seat, my heart 
thumping away excitedly for two lovely 
hours. 

When I returned to the cottage the Kid- 
dies overwhelmed me with their welcoming. 

"How much do you really love me?" I 
asked Betty. 

"With all myself and all my give.'' 

"Your give?" I questioned; "what is 
that?" 

"The part of me that makes me want to 
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share things with you/* she answered so- 
berly. 

And so do I love you, Dan. I'm happy 
to-night, the blue bird seems right here in 
my hand almost. 

BabSh 



THe Cottage. 

Dan dear: 

If I don't talk to you a moment I shall 
go mad. I have kept my courage until to- 
day, and to-day I'm just a baby, and want 
to be comforted. 

My woman of all work, good faithful soul, 
has left me to take up her winter's task of 
nursing, and I have the Beloveds to look 
after, and all the housework to do, and I am 
tired, tired, tired and my last week's remit- 
tance did not come and I am so tied down. 
What can I do witli a child hanging on each 
arm? What do people do I wonder who 
have more than two children? 
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Can you not see us, Miss Drag and the 
two Drag children, starting out across the 
fields to the butcher's shop that is where the 
roads fork, about a mile away? There Bill 
Jones tells Sam Smith that poultry is up two 
cents and beans down • . . and the country 
girls lag in for a loaf of bread or a pound 
of butter, and the postmistress goes on sort- 
ing the mail, or doling it out as the case may 
be . . . and one is filled with awe at the 
peaceful standstill of things. 

If the remittance does not comel But 
why shake hands with tragedy imtil one is 
forced to? 

The Beloveds are well, notwithstanding 
the fact that we have lived on eggs and po- 
tatoes, shredded wheat and oatmeal for a 
week. We vary their order, that is all. 
Blessed be cows. Someday I shall write an 
epic poem about cows. The hen predomi- 
nates at present. 

Whenever things go very wrong as they 
are going now, I evoke the aid of the gods. 
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and they turn my sorrows into songs, as 
somebody or other has said somewhere or 
other, 

I have written three or four a day lately, 
picked them out of the air, as it were. The 
rightful titles should be While The Carrots 
Cook; MaJcing Up The Beds; Go Wash The 
Dishes, Babbie; When The Ice Man 
Comes Again. 

If there's anything I dislike more than 
the rub and scrub of housework it's rats. 
There's a big one that has his headquarters 
under my front steps. He looks like an 
Adjutant General. 

If I were not afraid of him, I'd be inclined 
to like him, he's so impertinent and friendly, 
so conventional, running up and down the 
path, and on up my front steps, never by 
any chance cutting to the right or the left. 

At night he nibbles at the house, so 1 keep 
it as orderly as possible not to have the in- 
vitation to come in appear pressing. 

You must take this all quite impersonally. 
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else I shall f orbear, and not write you about 
it. Don't worry over me. Things are 
bound to come out right. 

I do not want you to send me any money. 
I want to fight it out alone, just the Kiddies 
and I. They are such dears. This morn- 
ing Bruce dressed early, and came down 
stairs and set the table completely, fresh 
doilies and posies and all, as a surprise, and 
I smiled a tragic little smile as I put the un- 
used dishes away afterwards, for there 
wasn't even a loaf of bread in the house, but 
the oatmeal is still with us, and we pretend 
and order all sorts of good things to eat. 
We are butterflies, you see, and need little 
more than a cobweb tablecloth spread over a 
toadstool, and sunbeam soup. 

The children play they are cocoons, and 
if they keep well tucked up in bed all night, 
I let them choose what sort of butterfly they 
will be in the morning, and dress them in that 
colour. It starts in the day cheerfully. 

This is such an early fall. The birds are 
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migrating. Yesterday a, cloud of them^ sev- 
eral thousand there must have been, paused 
in their flight in my patch of woodland to 
bid me be happy, I suppose, but I'm not a 
bit happy. I Ve cried my eyes out, and then 
in again, and I'm not sure this minute that 
I believe either in the fairies or the gods, 
but in you, Dan, always . . . you and the 
Beloveds. It's not Weltschmerz . . • just 
awful lots unhappy. That's all! I feel 
like a Dutch milk maid with a heavy pail on 
either side, suspended from a yoke. You 
never see me, that you do not simultaneously 
see two kids. 

I took them to church this morning, where 
they behaved creditably, considering how 
dull the sermon was and the minister 1 
Really he should have been given laughing 
gas to limber up his long, pious face. 

Religion is a cheerful thing, not a post- 
mortum. Life looks very straight and tire- 
some. No mist, just a glare that shows 
more straight road ahead, and a blinding 
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sun. Besides I'm so really starved for a 
good dinner, that I think I could fall down 
and worship any one who would begin with 
oysters and take me through a carte du jour. 
You see I am very worldly, and it's the 
Sabbath too. 

Babs. 



Dear: 

Your big box came. When the express- 
man brought it, I insisted he had made a 
mistake, until I caught sight of your char- 
acteristic handwriting on the board cover. 

If I knew every language under the sun, 
I should still be at a loss to thank you 
adequately. 

We were hungry. Honey, and we fell to 
on the contents 6f that box like savages. 
Such delectable things! The roast capon 
and mushrooms; preserved ginger and mam- 
mouth white asparagus; nuts and grapefruit 
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and Oregon apples that you must have gone 
across the continent to procure. 

We lacked but one thing. You for host. 

The children are playing outside. It is 
the most glorious autumn I ever saw. Now 
that the air has a chill in it, we gather brush- 
wood, and pine cones and bayberry leaves 
and make a roaring fire of them in the rusty 
stove. 

After the Kiddies are asleep each night, 
I sit in front of the reddening stove and dam 
socks and mend rips and patch and turn and 
make over garments. The needle flashes 
brightly and the yellow light of the lamp 
falls softly over the room. 

The couch looks very inviting. I wish 
you were here to lounge upon it. We'd tell 
each other all our secrets . . • pool in our 
daily interests, or share them in the silence 
of complete understanding. 

I am lonely to-night. I am lonely. 

The GntL. 
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New London^ Conn., 

September 25th. 

Dan: 

We simply had to get away from the cot- 
tage it was so cold there, and I have found 
the amazingest place just outside of New 
London. It is a big, old mansion that has 
been divested of its glory, and turned into a 
boarding house. 

There's a broad-topped sun-dial, geometri- 
cally placed in the centre of a gravel circle 
not far from the gate. It reminds me of 
a table, where a rushing commuter might 
snatch his hasty breakfast and run. Im- 
agine catching a train by the shadow of a 
hard boiled tgg. 

The house is funereal, with an ill-lighted 
hall straight through it, flanked on either 
side by a dining-room and an old-fashioned 
parlour with slippery horse-hair furniture, 
alabaster looking urns on the mantle, and 
Nottingham at the windows. But the piece 
de resistance is the bathing compartment. 
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It deserves that euphonism. It is nearly 
twenty-eight feet square, a north room. 
Near the window is a modern porcelain tub, 
and in a far comer, piled one on top of the 
other, are three molasses hogsheads, that are 
supplied with water by a battering ram that 
is little and woolly and tired, I am sure, as 
the water trickles like the proverbial drop 
that filled the bucket, and one has to arise 
at dawn to be tubbed before breakfast. 

And the people, Dan. You who are 
more or less of an unsocial person will laugh 
at me, but IVe a warm spot in my heart for 
each one. They're so Dickenesque and 
weird, and so pathetically human. After 
all, in the common fundamental things, we 
are alike, the old-maid upstairs, with her 
fancy work and her romance; the clerk who 
sells shoes by day and reads Shelley by 
night; the white-haired Episcopal minister, 
with his round sectarian hat, knee breeches, 
and a cane that has been his mainstay these 
many years ; my worn-out exacting landlady. 
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and ber gauche daughter, who serves us tea 
with much ceremony, in unclean cups in an 
untidy studio on afternoons. 

She paints portraits, and has made a 
hideous thing of Betty, which she exhibits 
with the greatest effrcwrtery. 

Our rocxns are as bare as the law allows, 
and our tummies have an empty after-meal 
feeling, but I supplement rations with my 
chafing dish, and regret the oven of the cot- 
tage and the broth from my own pot au 
feu. 

Our windows face westward. At night 
I look out beyond the lights of the city, and 
listen to a big tower chime the hours reso- 
nantly. Then, Dan, is when I feel nearest 
to you. 

All the summer wasted, when we wanfed 
to be together you say. Yes, dear, I know. 

To-night I look out over the distant city, 
and it seems almost as if it were not I, but 
some other little girl who has stepped out of 
somewhere into this quaint New England 
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town. I must have been bom wrong side up 
at the witching hour of midnight, things are 
always so topsy tiu^ with me. 

I believe I started out to teU you I was 
tranquil and happy, and so I am, bless you I 
I can't help it . . . being happy. I sup- 
pose it is bom in me along with all the other 
topsy turvy things. 

The Kiddies exhaust me. Two rooms are 
a bit confining, and they are both madly 
jealous lest I shall love one better than the 
other. The unaided, increasing care is 
crushing out the buoyancy a little . . . the 
constant buttoning and unbuttoning of little 
garments, keeping grimy hands clean, while 
they scrap wildly through the days, punch- 
ing each other's unsuspecting stomachs, and 
gaining their ends with fists instead of tact. 
I'm so exhausted with the physical side, that 
I haven't the force to control them prop- 
erly, I suppose. They are bursting with 
temperament and adorableness. We are so 
interdependent. I am really one of them. 
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seeing things too intimately from the child 
point of view perhaps. 

Dan, I need yom* big, still mind back of 
me to guide me, to help me. I'm always 
dreaming of when you shall come, and I 
can throw everything upon you. There 
won't be anything elusive about me, and the 
pursuit of the chase will be a back number. 
I'll be right there, loving you to death, ready 
to drown you with a steady downpour of af- 
fection like a stream of water from my big- 
mouthed crockery pitcher that I can hardly 
lift. I'll be your little shadow, always in 
the way, so you will have to stumble right 
over me. 

When you come, all the gaps in my soul 
will be filled out, for you can make me happy. 
When you come, the world will be compassed 
by your arms and I shall be content. 

I tell you these things just as I feel them, 
for real love must find its level of expression. 

Babs. 
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New London^ 
September 30th. 

Something amusing happened this morn- 
ing. The baby was in the bathroom, draw- 
ing the water for her tub, a privilege I 
allow her, and I must have spoken your 
name aloud without knowing it. 

"Dan, isn't here," she called cheerily, "but 
he is coming." She's an optimist, eh. Boy? 

There's been a hitch in Mac's plans, so 
we will remain here. I have sent both the 
Beloveds to public school. They are intox- 
icated with the importance of it, and start 
out each day with clean clothes and faces and 
stout, buttoned boots. I kissed the top of 
Betty's hood this morning when I left her 
with the teacher. 

"Don't kiss the hood, when there's me," 
she said. 

Bruce is in the sub-primary, and is learn- 
ing to read. He scrambles through a whole 
page accurately in the most amazing manner. 

Betty wears fluffy pink or blue rompers. 
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and a ribbon bow on her hair. They call her 
Rompers and all love her. 

There is one little coloured boy in the 
class named Jimmie Jones, who interests her 
deeply. 

"I know he has a white skin somewhere/* 
she confided to me. "Only we cannot see it, 
and it's not his skin I like anyway, it's 
Mm/' 

Now she says when she sees a darky boy 
on the street. "There's a Jimmie Jones." 

The first day at school she painted a post- 
impressionistic picture with ultamarine sky 
and bottled green grass, and the next day 
she had a free hand cutting lesson, and made 
a vermilion fence to paste on this concoction. 
So is art sown in the budding mind. 

They weave ample hammocks for their in- 
fant dolls, and build with large cubes, whole 
cities. They hop, skip, fly, nm, and trot, 
and when the twenty-nine youngsters gal- 
lop, you think Paul Revere is at it again. 

I am living on schedule time, and tumble 
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into bed nearly every night with the Kid- 
dies. 

My walk to school takes me by a house like 
the dream one in the Forest of Make-Be- 
lieve, grey stone and vine covered. It 
stands off by itself on the bank of the river, 
with a low wall around it. 

It is an old Huguenot house, and when I 
first saw it, my heart nearly stopped beat- 
ing. Strange that I should have found it 
here in this little New London town, and I 
know when spring comes and the roses are 
in bloom, I'll find myself looking for The 
Boy there in the doorway. 

A sign For Bent hangs outside. I went 
in the other day, and looked round. The 
fireplaces were boarded up. The whole 
house in such a state of dilapidation, that it 
struck a chill to my heart. 

Life has its limits and confines that are 
forever poking me in my ribs, but, Boy, you 
must come and see that little house. 

I am sitting up late to-night, and life, for 
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all its limits, seems beautiful and near and 
vibrant. 

There's a wonderful something in me 
that's alive. I cannot explain it exactly, 
but someday it will come into its own. Our 
comradeship is such a precious thing. 
Whatever I do you will love me . . . what- 
ever I leave undone, you will forgive, so I 
am not afraid to turn the pocket of my mind 
inside out. 

Good-night, I feel a curious foreshadow- 
ing of something I cannot tell what Think 
I'll get into my big fur coat and go out for 
a brisk walk. The darkness will sooth me. 

YOUE RjBSTLESS ChILD. 



Dearest: 

I took my walk last night about the de- 
serted streets of New London. To me there 
is something distinctly unfriendly in a 
strange city's streets at night. The houses 
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along them shelter the people who do not 
know you • . . do not need you. You are 
but a passerby. The shades are drawn, the 
doors are shut, and the only friendly thing 
is the gleam of the light behind the shutters. 

Then it is, we make friends with the stars ; 
with the great, gaunt trees that stand so 
silent along our way. 

To-day I feel less disquiet. Even the 
ugliness and cold of the alien room does not 
distress me. I have written your name in 
the frost on the window. All things in na- 
ture make you mine, for you are in key with 
the universe, and have solved its riddle for 
me. 

You came in the darkest hour before the 
dawn, down a ladder of dreams, like Jacob 
saw of old. 

And he took of the stones of that place, 
arid put them for his pillows. 

And he dreamed and behold a ladder set 
tip on the earth, and the top of it reached to 
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heaven J and behold the angels of God ascend- 
ing and descending upon it. 

And Jacob wakened out of his sleep, and 
he said, '' Surely the Lord is in this place and 
I knew it not/* 

So the impress of His goodness is upon 
us, deep blocked, like the ancient cuneiform 
inscriptions of Assyria, that marked the his- 
tory of the world. It is so big ... the 
same old world those dead Assyrians knew, 
and my heart went stumbling through, imtil 
it stopped to rest there at the foot of the 
ladder . • . the ladder of dreams, that set 
up on the earth, and the top of it reached to 
. . . heaven. 

Babs. 



Boy: 

That you should have been given the com- 
mission to come on to New London to look 
into the new construction proposal I It is al- 
most too good to be true. 
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You have rented the old Huguenot house. 
You will not give me up. Ah I how you 
tempt me. You don't want the little St. 
Joseph in the shrine. You want me ... a 
woman . . . the woman you love. 

You have taken the Huguenot house to 
make it ready for the time when I may come. 
You say the latch key will always he out for 
me, that life is big and beautiful and we have 
no right to crush it between grindstones. 

Still, there is only one road to Right, and 
that is the Right road, and one cannot get 
there by any other. You believe that love is 
greater than gratitude, and life without it 
impossible. I believe so, too. One cannot 
live dishonestly ; there comes a time when the 
bridge is up for repairs, and the things that 
really count are on the other side. 

I am determined in one thing. I will 
never marry Mac, though he keeps me 
bonded for life. To that I sign my name 
and set my seal. 

Barbara Kavarre. 
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Dan: 

Your letter has shocked me greatly. I 
knew Mac was cut on a small pattern, but 
I did not guess how small* He is not true 
to himself or to anybody else. 

You have gone to much trouble to hunt 
over those old, musty records in that court 
house, and of course it means I am no longer 
indebted to him for the years of hospitality 
I have suffered at his hands^ These legal 
documents free me. It had never occurred 
to me that there might be such records down 
there in Virginia. That explains Mac's 
reluctance to let me have friendships with 
men who might become interested and in- 
vestigating, and find proof of his guilt. 

Money is of so little consequence to me, 
that I forgive him for taking the fortune 
left by my people, but it will need a long 
time to cancel in my heart the dependence 
he has apportioned out to me. 

I will confront him with the papers, and 
while they mean my loss, remember that they 
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also mean my greatest gain. Bless you for 
this, and for your insight. You have helped 
me strike the trail, Indian that you are, with 
your pliant body, hronzed skin, and smoul- 
dering eyes, your love of the woods, your 
fearless spirit. I will never curb it, Dan. 
It shall be as free as the wind to turn whither 
it will, then it will always blow back to me 
from very joyousness, for has it not sworn 
me its allegiance? As well try to bind up 
the rays of the sun as the adventurous spirit 
of a man. 

The children are at school. I am sitting 
here by the very plain table with its red felt 
cover, moth eaten and ugly. I really be- 
lieve moths have an instinct for the perpetua- 
tion of the beautiful, that they should seek 
to destroy it . . . the red felt I mean. 

Beyond, against the indescribable wall- 
paper, I see my life in review. The days go 
past like troops. Some of the squads have 
colours flying ... some of them go halting 
by, and I am there, a watcher in the twilight, 
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waiting for the bugle call of Love. Love 
. . . that greatest thing in life. Why, Dan, 
it is life . . . the steady pulse-beat of a 
world-racked army that is marching onward 
toward the Great Divide. 

Letter writing is but poor solace when one 
longs to live. Letters, like books, are cast- 
off garments, masks in which we dance to 
the music of oiu* inner selves. 

I have a theory that people only write 
truly great books, when they do not live to 
their fullest ... or perhaps when they do 
live to their fullest, and the blessed thing is, 
that for those who have never lived, is 
left the whole of eternity to make up 
arrears. 

Waiting is a part, but not the final part, 
the minor melody that precedes the motif 
chord. 

To me there is something big and convinc- 
ing in the love of God that gives us a little 
at a time, only as we can bear it, and with- 
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holds from us The Best, until we have made 
ourselves worthy of it. 

My life before you came, seemed to be a 
perfectly futile game of hand ball, in which 
the player throws a ball at any angle he 
pleases, and catches it himself on the re- 
bound. No one imderstood. I was asleep 
to the meaning of the world, until you wak- 
ened me, like Siegfried, and made it clear. 
I wear as shield upon my lips and buckler to 
my faith that kiss. 

The forest here is lonely ... no dragon 
to slay, with enchanted black blood revealing 
the mystery of the bird songs, that I may 
find out just what you are doing each 
minute. But whatever it is, I know some- 
how it is for me, and 1*11 see to it that you 
never get a magic potion of forgetfulness, 
for I will have the mixing of the brew my- 
self. 

There will be no Gutrune, only me and 
Peter Pan, your little old keep-sake pipe 
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that is my consolation ^ . . my confessional. 
I have locked it up in its red morocco case, 
and whenever things go very wrong, I take 
it out, and like your picture used to do, it 
comforts me. 

I feel so sure to-day that there is a regular 
scheme in the plan of the universe, by which 
things do work out to their rightful endings, 
if only we keep brave in the hard places . . . 
and good ... for in being good we are 
drawing closer to the well-spring of all hap- 
piness . . . Grod. And love is of Grod, a 
sacrament as well as the high feast of a 
carnival. 

I look through the duU-paned window, out 
over the distant country. Sky, sky every- 
where, and pine trees, and fields grey from 
heavy clouds . . . stone fences that run like 
winding trails into the horizon . . . but no 
Tcm! Just me. 

The Giel Who Has Slept foe & Thou- 
sand Yeaes. 
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November Ist. 

Dear You: 

There is real news. Mac writes me that 
a semi-extinct aunt of his wants the children 
... to educate them and love them, and 
have them sweeten the remaining years of 
her life. Sh« has always been an eccentric, 
but jshe is a canny soul, and holds out the 
lure of her fortune if he will consent to let 
them come out West at once. 

She stipulates that at her death he will 
come in to a large inheritance, part of which 
he will get now. Her lawyer has even 
drawn up the papers for him to sign. H!e 
is coming on to New London. 

We are all in a flutter of excitement. 
Betty bobs around like a pink nosegay in her 
rose gingham. Bruce has been lending a 
hand to the packing of tlie trunks, and I have 
been sorting over their little garments, and 
crying, Dan, when they were not looking, 
because, well, because they are going out of 
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my life for a time, and I love them. I love 
the little patched-up garments, the old 
stubbed-out shoes, the broken toys. I just 
couldn't bear it if it did not mean • . . You. 

I am sitting here by my leather-covered 
trunk, the same one of my diildhood, with its 
rounded shiny top and tan straps. It all 
seems so unreal, etched vaguely on my brain. 

Worn out, Betty has fallen asleep with 
her head in my lap. Bruce is packing. I 
can see over the edge of the toy box he is 
hammering up, the big American flag, and 
the squads of tin soldiers dumped in upon 
it. 

I just can't bear the thought of not seeing 
the Kiddies any more. They have been my 
staunch, loyal comrades . . . my Beloveds. 

Good-night, Boy. To-morrow begins a 
new life for us all. It will be so hard to 
face Mac with the charges. I wish you were 
here. 

Barbara. 
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November 3rd. 

Boy dear: 

The interview with Mac took place this 
morning before train time. 

He sent the children out to play, and I 
could see them wandering round aimlessly 
in the yard below. Mac came into my room. 
He locked the door and put the key into his 
pocket, then faced about. 

His light hair hung flat across his fore- 
head. He seemed very determined. 

"I have argued this question of our mar- 
riage in a friendly way," he said. "Now I 
must insist. You are behaving like a spoiled 
child, giving me up, giving up a comfortable 
competency for a man you hardly know. 
One you ran after. It was a case of hold- 
up as far as I can see. A plain case of hold- 
up I Give the man his freedom. You owe 
him nothing. You owe me everything. % 
have supported you in comfort and luxury 
for years." 

"On my own money," I said bitterly. 
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"You have no money." 

"Mac/* I said calmly, "for cold-blooded 
scheming you have Shylock beaten to a 
frazzle.*' 

He looked fixedly at me. 

"What do you mean?" he asked. 

"That you have been systematically rob- 
bing me for years." 

"You talk like a fool." 

"Well, a fooFs wit is often wiser than a 
wise man's folly. I will not attempt to 
argue with you. You stole my money, the 
money my mother left me when she made 
you my guardian." 

He went white. "See here, Barbara, 
what are you driving at? Out with it." 
His hands gripped my arms as in a vice. 

"If you will let go your hold," I said, "I 
will make my meaning clear to you; so clear 
that even your ingenuity cannot discount it." 

His grip relaxed. I went over to my 
trunk and took out the parchment sheets. 
It was a dramatic moment ... a psycho- 
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logical one. For once he lost his savoir 
fdre, his aplomb. He sprang forward and 
tore them from my hand. 

"If you destroy them/' I said evenly, 
"Captain Calderwood will see that the law 
makes restitution. Mac," I said brok- 
enly, "I'm not much of a fighter, but I know 
the meaning of the King's English, and if 
the lash of my scorn and indignation can 
flay you, I'd like you to carry with you as a 
scar across your heart as long as you live, 
the memory of what you have done to me. 

"Your bullying, your domineering cru- 
elty, would have crushed out my spirit, had I 
not held fast to my belief that somewhere 
there was a man in this great, blunder- 
ing world, who was waiting for me ; watching 
for me at the cross-roads. And it gave me 
courage to fig^t all the disillusionment, all 
the loneliness, of the years that I was bonded 
to you. 

"Then, when Dan Calderwood came, and 
my life's happiness was at stake, you stood 
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by, and sacrificed me, not to eternal prin* 
dplesy but to the full measure of your own 
selfishness/' 

"I will pay you back your money. I sup- 
pose that's what you're after. Calderwood 
won't take you without it, won't he?" 

"All men are not despicable, like you, Mac. 
Your personal devil must have been in a 
particularly ugly mood when he apprenticed 
himself to you. Since you mention the mat- 
ter, although I had not thought of it before, 
I shall expect you to pay me back every cent, 
and there will be some one who has the right 
to enforce my claim. It will be an easier 
thing now, that money is coming to you and 
you already have an advance settlement. I 
will thank you to give me the key, or unlock 
the door. I have had enough of this." 

He drew the key from his pocket, — ^the 
lock creaked, and he was gone. I did not 
see him or the children again. He took 
them away without even a good-bye. 

He was hard. He was brutal. There 
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are big blue marks on my arm where his 
fingers hurt. It has terrified me and left 
me exhausted. I never before realized his 
total lack of simple kindness. 

They are gone. The Kiddies are gone. 
I am worn out. I am sitting here on the 
floor of my deserted room. Outside the 
snow is f ailing, and the quick drift of it beats 
a fitful tattoo on the window. It would be 
desolate here did I not hold in my hand 
your letter that was just brought in. 

My Barbara: 

I am coming to you. Shall reach you al- 
most as soon as this letter. You will have 
had the interview. I wanted to be with you 
in that, but I felt you should fight it out 
alone, for only by meeting each crisis and 
conquering it, can we grow. I want to 
shield you, but I do not want to stifle you, 
tired, little girl. 

1*11 be there soon to take you in my arms. 
Can you not feel my kisses on your lips. 
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your throat, your hair, while your heart 
beats throbs for throb with mine? You 
shall take your place in the world at my side, 
as I wanted you to in the beginning. 

That first great moment of going into our 
home together I We*ll pause a bit on the 
flat, stone steps, and brush aside the snow 
where it covers the vines, and 1*11 be there 
after all, in the doorway when they bloom 
again. 

I selected such f umitiu^ as we went over 
that day on the isofa, and had it shipped on 
to New London. I wished that you might 
have been there to guide my choice, but I 
felt the essential thing was to have a home 
ready to take you to. 

Old Pottle has attended to everything, 
and he will be there to-morrow at some off 
hour, to dispense hospitality with Mrs. 
Pottle and the Pottlettes . . . and inciden- 
tally to marry us. After I slip that binding 
gold ring on your finger, I shall feel you are 
really mine. 
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I have sent Isaiah on. I watdied him 
start out in the raging stonn, with his coat 
collar turned up; his black portmanteau in 
one hand» and my bas-relief of Seneca in 
the other. You know that old Roman, 
don*t you? Well, you will I 

Have been sitting here alone in my room, 
reading over your letters again. Each one 
of them reaches my heart at a different 
angle. You were such an irresponsible 
little thing at first; so love-starved that you 
roused all my being. Dear, I have followed 
you with pride throughout these past hard 
months. I have watched you buffet dif- 
ficulties, and rise to greet each day with 
brave, sweet coiu'age. You thought it was 
I who helped you, but it was your own soul, 
Barbara, your instinctive goodness. 

It humbles me that you should think me 
worthy enough to give yourself into my 
keeping, but 1*11 be faithful to the trust. 

I am coming. The workmen have torn 
down the boards that hid our hearthstone. 
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and to-morrow a big, log fire will be blazing 
out to us its warmth of dieer and welcome. 
We will draw the table in front of it, you 
and I, after the Pottles have left, and you 
can go over to the cupboard that stands there 
in the comer, and get down the old blue 
dishes and set the table for two • • . as you 
used to do in the Forest of Make-Believe. 
Do you ranember it. Girl • • . those long- 
ago days, • . • and the first kiss in the gar- 
den? That dream garden, where the roses 
bloomed always • • . where the sun shone 
on as thou^ it would never stop . . • and 
the wind blew in from the sea across the 
harbour. 

Dan. 



The End 
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